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HIS UNDERCOVER MAID 


Sebastian 


As CEO of a multi-billion company I’m used to getting what 
I want. The only thing missing in my life is a woman, but I’m 
better off not trusting anyone. Until a sexy new maid turns 
up to clean my office and I find himself head over heels in 
lust and determined to have her. But the question is, can I 
trust her? 


Rose 


I’ve always wanted to be a reporter. But I never imagined it 
would entail dressing up as a maid in order to get a story on 
the hottest billionaire bachelor in town...this is hardly the 
career I dreamed of. And with a blackmailing boss and a 
sleazy manager on my hands, the stakes are high. But then 
I meet Sebastian and realize there is something I want 
more than a good story. 


Him. 
*His Undercover Maid is an insta-everything standalone 


instalove romance with a HEA, no cheating, and no 
cliffhanger. 
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CHAPTER ONE 


S ebastian 


Who is she? 


There’s a strange woman in my office. Rather than 
demanding to know who she is and what the hell she’s 
doing here however, I stand silently in my doorway, 
watching her. 


Because that’s the best ass I’ve ever seen. Full and round, 
flaring out from a small waist and sitting atop a pair of juicy 
thighs, encased in a tight grey skirt that’s showing her 
curves off to perfection, she’s certainly got my attention. 


I have to admit I don’t usually notice the cleaning staff. Not 
because I’m some superior asshole, even though that’s an 
image I have purposefully cultivated, but because I’m so 
busy these days our paths rarely cross. Back when I was a 
young and eager junior manager, I always made a point of 
getting to know the staff and ensuring they knew they were 
valued. Cleanliness makes a company go round...besides 
which, I’d never forget my past. 


I don’t generally find myself eyeing them up like this 
though. Regardless of job role, I make a point of never 
getting involved with my employees. And now that I’m the 
CEO of my own tech company, everyone is an employee. I’m 
one of the richest men in Manhattan...and I make sure 
everyone knows it. 


I’ve been so busy staring at her ass that I’ve only just 
realized what she’s doing. She’s bending over the waste 
basket, basket in hand, yet rather than emptying it, she 
appears to be going through it. 


What is she looking for? 


“You seem to find the contents of my waste basket rather 
interesting,” I say drily. She jumps to her feet and spins 
round, cheeks red and flustered. 


“Mr. Adams,” she says, clearing her throat. “I wasn’t 
expecting you so early.” 


“Tm always in early,” I tell her. “Whereas the cleaning staff 
usually come in the evening?” 


I’m beginning to wonder if I should call security, although 
she looks the part in her grey dress with the logo of the 
cleaning firm we use and her hair back in a neat bun. It’s a 
drab outfit...but on her, I think anything would look sexy. 


She’s gorgeous. 


Shiny dark hair contrasts with porcelain skin, bright green 
eyes and pouty lips in a perfect oval face with cheekbones 
that could cut glass. A petite but curvy figure with breasts 
that are straining the buttons of her dress. She has the sort 
of body that would be enticing even if it were wrapped in 
one of those trash bags she's holding in her hand. 


“Yes, they told me that...but I’m new. They’ve changed some 
of the shifts around...apparently you approved this?” She 
raises an eyebrow at me. 


“Did I? Maybe I did, I don’t remember.” 


That utterly fuckable mouth makes a small pout of 
disapproval. 


“I suppose you’re too important to take much notice of the 
cleaning schedule,” she says, then her eyes go wide as she 
realizes what she just said. Her words make me bristle, but 
I swallow down the immediate retort that comes to my lips. 
Because she’s right. I do vaguely remember a phone call 
about the cleaning schedule. I passed it to my secretary, 
annoyed that I, as the CEO, was being bothered with it. 


“You haven’t really explained why you were rooting around 
in the waste basket,” I remind her. “You’re supposed to be 
emptying it, aren’t you, not inspect the contents?” 


She blushes furiously holding up her left hand. No wedding 
or engagement ring, I notice. 


“This fell in while I was emptying it. I was looking for it. I’m 
sorry.” 


She doesn’t sound sorry at all. 
“That’s okay. What’s your name?” 


She blinks, seeming unsettled by the abrupt change of 
subject. I don’t usually do small talk. I suspect I’m not very 
good at it. 


“Erm...Rose. It’s on my badge.” 


I close my eyes briefly, hiding how mortified I feel. Here I 
am, CEO of a huge corporation, and I’m acting like a school 
boy caught off guard by a pretty girl. 


But she’s not just a pretty girl...she’s an absolute goddess. 
Women throw themselves at me every day - money and 
power will do that for a guy - yet I rarely take any notice. I 
grew bored with New York socialites a long time ago. Yet 
this woman - who looks younger than I would usually notice 
too, has me feeling like a stunned school boy. I just hope it’s 
not showing. 


“Pleased to meet you Rose,” I say, trying to regain some of 
my composure. I hold my hand out, and she looks at it in 
surprise before taking it, while I cringe inside. I’m shaking 
her hand. What am I doing? 


“Pleased to meet you too, Mr. Adams.” 


“Call me Sebastian,” I say, surprising myself. She looks 
surprised too, and a small, almost shy smile plays around 
the corners of her lips. I want to kiss it. In fact, I want to 
pop the already straining buttons on her dress and fondle 
her breasts while I bend her over my desk and fuck her 
until she screams my name. 


The thought makes my cock twitch in my pants and I cross 
over to my desk and sit down before my body can betray 
me. She watches me, her eyes narrowing like a cat. 


“TIl be going then,” she says. “I’ll see you in the morning, 
maybe?” she says, sounding hopeful. 


“I’m sure you will,” I say, holding her eyes until she looks 
away and bites her lip. She turns to leave, but I call her 
back, grinning. 


“Rose?” 
“Yes?” Her look expectant. 


“You still haven’t actually emptied the waste basket?” 


She goes beet red this time and hurries over, mumbling 
apologies. 


“Are you new?” I ask kindly, remembering that for a worker 
in her position, disgruntled clients can mean no pay check 
and no job. 


She nods, emptying the basket into a bag clumsily. I get the 
impression being a maid wasn’t on her list of ambitions. I 
want to ask her why she’s doing it and find out more about 
her. Is she a student? A single mother? An aspiring actress 
trying to afford classes. Anything is possible in New York 
City. 


“Yes...today is my first day. I’m still getting used to it. I’ll get 
better, I promise.” 
“Don’t worry,” I tell her. 


She finishes up and hurries off, giving me another fine view 
of that ass as it wiggles out of my door. But already, she’s 
more than just a body...she intrigues me in a way no one 
ever has before. 


I will be sure to be extra early to the office tomorrow. 


CHAPTER TWO 


I curse myself as I strip out my awful uniform and kick off 
my flats, wrenching the net out of my hair and collapsing 
back onto my bed. Why did I ever agree to this? 


Because otherwise you wouldn't have a job, that’s why, I 
remind myself resentfully. 


Resentful, because it’s all Adrian’s fault that I’m in this 
position. Adrian, the Senior Editor at the Witness, and my 
boss...and I’m on my last warning. If I don’t deliver an 
explosive expose on Sebastian Adams, digital tech genius 
and notoriously hard nut to crack, then I’m out on my ear 
and I really will be working as a maid for a living. Which 
might not be so bad if it wasn’t for the fact that my first day 
has shown me that I’m really not very good at it. Adrian 
pulled strings with the agency manager to get me in at the 
last minute as a maid for Sebastian himself - and the other 
managers at his company - but in order to make it look 
believable I have to actually do the job. I’ve cleaned ten 
offices this morning and it isn’t even time for brunch. Now I 
have to get to the office and write this week’s gossip 


column. No doubt Adrian will be salivating to know if I have 
any leads yet. 


What am I going to say? That he actually seems like a really 
nice guy. 


And he’s stupidly hot. Like, sizzling. 


I’ve seen his picture of course, in the Times and Forbes and 
the Wall Street Journal. And all the features in the rags 
about how he’s the most eligible bachelor. I thought I knew 
what to expect...but in the flesh, he is even more handsome. 
He’s built like a heavyweight boxer, his expensive suit doing 
nothing to hide that with the face of a male model, dark and 
brooding and sensual. I knew that, of course, but what I 
wasn’t prepared for was his aura. He oozes power from 
every pore. This is a man who is very, very sure of his status 
in the world. Who always gets what he wants. 


If he hadn’t been so nice to me, I would hate him. The fact 
that he was so nice means this job is going to be a lot 
harder than I anticipated...both because I will feel really 
bad about lying to him, and also because if I can’t dig up 
any dirt then I don’t have a story. 


Which brings me right back to not having a job. Damn 
Adrian. 


I’m on a warning because the last reporting job he put me 
on went badly. Our sources were unreliable, but he insisted 
on pushing on anyway even though I said we should pull the 
piece. But when the shit hit the fan, guess who got the 
blame? Me. 


All I’ve ever wanted to be is a reporter, an investigative 
journalist. More than a gossip column or fashion tips writer. 
At twenty-one, I’ve got plenty of time...but if Adrian fires 
me, I will never get a job in New York again. I will be back 


at the small-town paper I started in back in my hometown, 
covering the country fair. 


I shower, trying to push images of Sebastian out of my mind 
as I run my hands over my body. Once I’m done, I blow dry 
my hair, pull on a pair of tight black ripped jeans and a 
white off the shoulder top and head out to the office, 
pleased at least to be looking more like myself again. That 
dress and hairnet were doing nothing for me. 


Yet, I could have sworn that Sebastian Adams was checking 
me out, and that he liked what he saw. His eyes swept over 
my body as though he was imagining what I looked like 
naked...but it wasn’t in a sleazy way, so much as a look of 
possessiveness. Entitlement. I guess men like him can 
pretty much have whoever they want. 


As soon as I get to work, Adrian calls me into his office. 


“How was it? Have you got anything?” Not even a hello. 
Honestly, I hate working for this guy. 


“Tt’s been one morning Adrian,” I remind him. “Give me a 
chance.” 


He snorts derisively. 


“This is your last chance, and you’ve got two weeks. Or you 
will be a maid for real.” 


I want to remind him that it’s not my fault our last story 
tanked, that he was the one who went with bad sources. 
But it’s a conversation we’ve had numerous times in the last 
month and it’s one that has proven to get me nowhere but 
further in his bad books. I want this job. I want to be the 
one who finds out something juicy about the notoriously 
tight-lipped CEO, who never gives interviews and appears 
to have no private life whatsoever. 


Yet all I’ve got so far is that he seems to be quite friendly to 
his staff. 


“He seems like a nice guy,” I say to Adrian with a sigh. “I 
can’t dig up dirt that isn’t there...but if it’s there, then I'll 
find it.” 


“Its always there,” Adrian snaps. “Everyone has their 
secrets. Find his.” 


He looks me up and down appraisingly. 


“You’re not a bad looking girl Rose,” he says grudgingly, as 
though it hurts him to pay me a compliment. “Seduce him.” 


My mouth falls open. “What?” 


He leans back in his chair and nods smugly, clearly pleased 
with himself for the idea. 


“Yes, that would be a scoop wouldn't it? The big CEO turns 
out to be a sexual harasser...and of his lowest paid staff 
too.” 


“My seducing him is hardly him being a harasser,” I point 
out. Adrian shrugs, and I have a sinking feeling. That’s 
exactly how he would spin it, and there will always be 
plenty of people ready to believe it. 


I shake my head. “I’m not doing that. Not only would it ruin 
his reputation for no good reason, but you’re basically 
suggesting I make myself into a honey trap. Are you an 
editor or a pimp?” 


Adrian jumps up, glaring at me, and I know I’ve gone too 
far. Me and my big mouth. 


“Get out of my office!” he yells. I turn to flee, and he shouts 
after me. “Remember this is your last chance!” 


I’m shaking as I close the door behind me and make my way 
to my desk. Next to me Sally, our Fashion Editor, smiles 
sympathetically. 


“Adrian after you again?” 
I nod, slumping in my chair. 


“It’s because he knows you’re good,” Sally whispers 
conspiratorially. “He’s jealous. He’s always wanted to be a 
reporter you know, not an editor, but he never made it. He 
only got this job because his daddy is rich and pulled a few 
strings. If it helps.” 


I smile, but it doesn’t help, not really. Adrian currently has 
the power to end my career before it has even begun. I 
would cut my losses and try another paper, but because I 
got the blame for last month’s terrible feature, I’ll be lucky 
to get anything decent. 


This is my dream. I can’t let him ruin it. One good story and 
I can get a better position elsewhere and I’ll never have to 
worry about Adrian again. I don’t owe Sebastian Adams any 
loyalty. I don’t even know him. 


It would hardly be a trial to get close to him that way. I feel 
hot just at the thought of the way his eyes travelled over my 
body and then gazed into my eyes. No, it wouldn’t be a trial 
at all. 


Except...it’s hardly the way I imagined my first time. I grew 
up with the idea that sex was something to be shared with 
your life partner, and I’ve found that hard to shake off. As a 
result, I’ve never met a man I’ve really wanted to give 
myself too...until now. 


I know there’s no way I can go through with Adrian’s idea. 
I’m just going to have to find some dirt instead...with a man 
so secretive, there has to be something. 


I get on with putting the gossip column together, but all day 
long I’m distracted. I keep thinking about the morning and 
seeing Sebastian again. 


CHAPTER TAREE 


S ebastian 


I’m at the office at six am sharp, waiting for her. I’m a 
known workaholic, but this is early even for me. I have a 
huge black coffee in my hands and I’m wondering if I’ve put 
too much aftershave on. I spent twenty minutes choosing a 
shirt...twenty minutes. Most of my shirts look the same 
anyway. 


I’ve met with the biggest players on Wall Street, I’ve been 
to the White House. People don’t faze me...but this girl? I’m 
actually nervous at the thought of seeing her again. But for 
all its unfamiliarity, it isn’t a wholly unpleasant feeling. 
Thinking about her makes me smile, and I’m actually 
excited about seeing her. I can’t remember the last time I 
was this excited about anything. Even contract deals have 
become pretty boring these days. 


I don’t want to look as though I’m just sitting around 
waiting for her, even though that’s exactly what I’m doing, 
so I flip open my top of the range laptop and start 
answering emails. I have a secretary - in fact, I have three - 
but I find delegating difficult. I like to be in control. 


I want to be in control of Rose. I wonder what she likes in 
bed, if she likes it slow or hard, sensual or rough, or a 
combination of them all. 


I get lost in visions of Rose straddling me in her little maid’s 
uniform, her breasts free and swaying in front of my face, 
when there is a light knock at the door. 


It’s her. 


“Come in,” I say shortly, not wanting to betray my thoughts. 
I can actually feel my palms going clammy in anticipation. 
This is insane. 


She walks in and smiles awkwardly. She looks just the same 
as yesterday, with her hair scraped back in a net, her grey 
dress and sensible flats, but there’s something subtly 
different about her. She’s added some makeup that’s subtle 
but makes those beautiful eyes pop, and as she gets closer 
to my desk, I can smell a soft fragrance in the air. She’s 
made an effort too. 


I can’t help grinning at the thought. 
“Good morning Mr. Adams,” she says in that lilting voice. 


I roll my eyes. “I told you, call me Sebastian. There’s no 
need to stand on ceremony with me.” 


She looks amused. “Didn’t you once chew out a Times 
reporter for addressing you by your first name?” 


I wince, remembering the time a prominent journalist 
cornered me at a business conference, in spite of my 
insistence that I don’t do interviews. 


“That was years ago,” I protest. “And I hate reporters.” 


She visibly looks annoyed and I wonder if I’ve come across 
like a total snob. Her answer confirms exactly that. 


“I guess they are rather lower down the food chain than 
yourself.” 


Immediately, I realize what I’ve done wrong. She’s the 
maid, and I’m the boss. If I think reporters are beneath me, 
how must she think I view the cleaning staff? I want to tell 
her about my family, but I never discuss my private life with 
anyone. 


“It isn’t that,” I insist, feeling flustered. I’m not used to 
having to explain myself, but something about her has me 
trying to. “I just think reporters are scum...always looking 
to dig up dirt on people.” 


She presses her lips together and walks towards the 
cabinet with her duster, turning her back to me. I wonder 
what I’ve said wrong this time. 


This isn’t going how I expected. 


“Would you like some coffee? The machine is over there, 
you’re welcome to help yourself.” 


She looks over her shoulder at me, looking surprised. I’m 
relieved to see her face has softened. 


“Thank you. I could do with some. I’m not used to starting 
work so early. And as I found out yesterday...most of your 
colleagues aren’t as neat and tidy as you.” 


I smile, but inwardly seethe. I don’t like the idea of her 
working so hard, tidying up after people who can’t be 
bothered to do it for themselves. 


“Get a drink and have a sit down,” I offer. 
“Aren’t you busy? I don’t want to disturb you.” 


“Emails can wait,” I say and shut my laptop. Rose looks 
pleased as she heads over to the coffee machine. I watch 


her, wondering what she will have, and can’t help but smile 
as I see her go for a full fat mochaccino. So many women in 
this city are constantly watching their weight drinking 
skinny soy lattes - which don’t sound so great - but seem to 
be the order of the day. 


Rose carries her cup over and sits at the other side of my 
desk, looking nervous. 


“Tell me about yourself,” I say, and she turns the full force of 
those big gem green eyes on me. 


“What do you want to know?” 
Everything, I think, but instead I shrug. 


“Oh, I don’t know...anything you feel comfortable telling me. 
Why did you take this job? Where are you from? Your 
accent isn’t from round here.” 


“No,” she agrees, creasing a small smile. “I’m from a small 
town just outside of Michigan. But there’s no work there.” 


Which means she’s either poor or ambitious - or both. I can 
relate, although that reality seems like a very long time ago. 


“I get the impression cleaning isn’t first your job of choice?” 


She laughs then, and this time her whole face lights up. She 
really is stunning. 


“A job is a job. But no... I’ve always wanted to be a writer.” 
She hesitates on the last word and I get the impression 
there’s something she isn’t telling me. Then I remember 
her face when I mentioned the Times reporter and I sigh 
and rub a hand over my eyes. 


“You want to be a journalist, don’t you? That’s why you 
looked so offended a minute ago.” Jesus, I really am blowing 
this. 


“Maybe,” she acknowledges, looking down at her coffee. 
Then she glances up at the clock. “I really should get 
moving,” she says quickly. She takes a few mouthfuls of 
coffee and gets up to resume cleaning. I want to talk more, 
to learn more about her, but I feel like she has effectively 
shut the conversation down. I wonder why she’s so 
guarded...perhaps she had a bad experience with a boss in 
the past? The thought makes my blood boil as a surge of 
protectiveness comes over me. Which is crazy, because I 
don’t even know her...yet. 


But I will, I decide as I watch her dust, her ass wobbling 
temptingly in time with her movements. 


Work which used to hold all my interest had become boring, 
but now something has changed all that. 


My sexy new maid. 


CHAPTER FOUR 


Another day done. I feel exhausted. Luckily Adrian wasn’t 
around much today so at least I didn’t have to deal with 
another grilling. 


Because so far, I have no story. Talking to other staff 
members and cleaners at Sebastian’s office has revealed 
nothing more exciting other than the fact he tends to keep 
to himself but is always polite. Hardly front-page worthy 
stuff. I haven’t caught even a whiff of a scandal. 


But I need a story. Which makes me exactly what Sebastian 
already thinks reporters are all about... ‘just trying to dig 
up dirt.’ What would he do if he knew that’s exactly why I’m 
there every morning, cleaning his office? I feel like the 
worst kind of person, especially now that I know he likes 
me. He hides it well, but I’ve seen the desire in his eyes. I 
know he was staring at my ass yesterday. 


I want him. I can’t deny that...but I also want a story. Of 
course, if Adrian had his way, I could have both but I’m not 
that mercenary, whatever Sebastian thinks about 


journalists. I wonder if I should just cut my losses and run. 
I’ll get a job somewhere. 


I sigh and head for the shower, grabbing a towel as I go. I 
look down at my naked body, wondering what Sebastian 
would think of it. I’m not skinny like the typical Manhattan 
girl, but judging by that look in his eyes, he doesn't seem to 
mind. 


Once again, I find myself thinking of Sebastian as I run my 
hands over my body, soaping myself, but this time I don’t 
push the thought away. My body aches, and I can feel the 
desire ignite down low in my core as my pussy contracts, 
responding to my fantasy. As if he really is here and it’s 
really his hands soaping my breasts. 


My nipples harden even under the hot steam, puckering as 
I imagine his mouth on them. I circle my hands around the 
fullness of my breasts, cupping them together as I circle my 
thumbs around my nipples and then lightly run the pad of 
my finger across one aching tip. I hear myself gasp as 
longing curls under my skin and my clit throbs, practically 
begging to be touched. I want him here, holding me, 
playing with my body in ways that no man ever has before. 
Teaching me what it feels like to be with a man like him. 


I slide one soapy hand down the soft curve of my belly and 
cup my mound, feeling the heat of my pussy throbbing 
against my palm. With my other hand I tease one nipple, 
stroking it softly one moment and then pinching it the next, 
wondering how Sebastian would touch me. Whether he 
would be gentle, or rough. Water cascades down my body 
as I arch my back under the flow, the feel of the water 
thrumming against my skin adds to the sensations that are 
coursing through my nerve endings and igniting my skin. 


I slide my other hands down between my thighs, 
responding to the ache there, and I can feel how slick my 


folds are with my juices. I run a fingertip between them, 
moaning as I reach my clit and it stiffens in response to my 
touch. I wish my finger were Sebastian’s. Or better yet, I 
wish it was his tongue. The thought of his mouth on my 
most intimate place sends a shudder through my whole 
body and I lean against the tiles of the shower wall, resting 
my forehead on the enamel. In my fantasy, Sebastian is here 
with me, on his knees under the fall of hot water, his hands 
gripping my thighs as he buries his head between them. I 
have no real life experience to know what it feels like, but 
as my hand works my clit, the sensations build in my body 
and damn, but it feels good. 


I make my movements faster and more frantic as I lose 
myself deeper in my fantasy, picturing Sebastian looking up 
at me from where he’s kneeling between my legs, his dark 
eyes gleaming with desire. I breathe his name, then bite my 
lip as I whimper with my own pleasure. I continue to knead 
my breasts with my other hand, and it feels as though 
there’s a direct line of pleasure going from my pussy to my 
nipples and back again. 


I want more, so much more, so I leave my breasts and bring 
my hand down to join the other, circling my opening and 
then slide a finger inside myself. I’m so wet now I can feel it 
on my thighs even with the water running down my body. I 
circle my hips against my hands and add a second finger, 
gently stretching my virgin pussy as I try to imagine what 
Sebastian’s cock would feel like pushing inside my body. 


The image sends me over the edge, and I can feel myself 
approaching a climax as the sensations intensify in my body, 
causing my insides to contract and release in rapid 
succession. I moan loudly as I come, my body shivering with 
wave after wave of pleasure. My body feels like it’s melting, 
becoming one with the liquid all around me, and finally as it 
subsides, I lean my hands on the shower wall, panting. 


After a few moments I collect myself and finish my shower, 
wrapping myself in a towel and reaching for the hairdryer. 
My limbs feel languid and heavy, and I’m satisfied yet 
somehow also still craving. Craving him. I lie back on my 
bed, and wonder what to do with my evening. Some of my 
friends are meeting at a local wine bar but I don’t have the 
energy to join them, with these extra-early mornings I could 
use an early night. 


I somehow just know I will be dreaming about Sebastian. I 
wonder what he’s doing and who he’s with...and if he, too, is 
thinking about me. 


CHAPTER FIVE 


S ebastian 


I can’t stop thinking about her. 


On the hour long drive out of New York to visit my sister, 
Rose is on my mind. Just as she was all last night. In fact, 
visions of her naked and withering beneath me tormented 
me until I relieved myself, groaning her name under my 
breath to an empty room. 


I don’t know what this is, but I don’t care. I want her, every 
sweet, sexy inch of her. 


It’s always been a rule of mine to never date employees, but 
she is technically employed by the agency, not me. I’m not 
breaking any rules or protocols here. 


But then it occurs to me that she might be. What would her 
agency think if she started dating the CEO of their biggest 
contract? The last thing I want is to be responsible for her 
losing her job. 


But I can make sure that doesn’t happen. Money talks, and 
I have plenty of it. 


I realize that I’m already thinking in terms of dating her, 
and I smile to myself, surprised at how comfortable I am 
with the idea. After all, I’m not getting any younger. 


And she looks like the kind of woman I could settle down 
with...the thought of having her in my bed every night 
makes my insides tighten and my cock twitch. Waking up 
next to her naked body every morning...I can’t think of 
anything better. 


I have the best of everything that money can buy, and now 
I’m remembering what it is to want again. To be 
hungry...but not for food. 


Not anymore. 


I never tell anyone, because the press would no doubt try to 
spin some ridiculous rags to riches story out of it, but I 
grew up pretty poor, with just my mother and twin sister. 
Dad died overseas in the Army, and the military pension was 
just about enough to pay the rent, but nothing more. Life 
was a far cry to what it is now. It was watching my mom 
work two jobs to keep us fed and clothed that gave me the 
work ethic I have today. Before she died five years ago I was 
able to buy her the house in the country she had always 
wanted and make sure she never needed to work again. 
She volunteered in her community though, insisting being a 
lady of leisure wasn’t for her. 


Now it’s just me and Penny, my twin. I promised Mom I 
would look after her. 


I pull into the long, tree-lined driveway of Penny’s home, 
looking forward to seeing her. I couldn’t come last week 
because she had a cold, and I’ve missed her. 


The maid lets me in and leads me to the dining room and 
seeing the familiar style of uniform immediately makes me 


think of Rose. I wonder what Penny would make of her. 


Penny looks pleased to see me, as usual. Her cognitive 
abilities are deteriorating, but at least she still knows who I 
am. 


She’s been in a care home since we turned nineteen and 
her needs were more than Mom could cope with full-time, 
while I was away at college. I came back having dropped 
out and started my own million-dollar tech business and 
found Penny the best care money could buy. She loves it 
here. 


This is the other secret I keep from the press, and another 
reason I don’t get too close to people. The last thing I want 
is reporters turning up here. The place is an idyll for Penny 
and the other residents, partly due to the money I’ve 
poured into it, and I want it to stay that way. 


“T think I’ve finally met someone you might like,” I tell her, 
and even though she doesn’t reply I’m sure I can see a 
flicker of interest in her eyes. “Hopefully one week I can 
bring her to meet you. She’s very pretty.” 


Penny smiles. 


“But I have to ask her first,” I confess. “So far, she just 
cleaned my office. Not the best start, huh?” 


Penny smiles again. I know she has no idea what I’m talking 
about, but she likes me talking to her, so I continue, telling 
her all about Rose, and about my day at work, and the awful 
board meeting I had before leaving. Penny starts to nod off 
at that point. 


I wish her goodbye, kiss her on the forehead and get up to 
leave. One of the caretaker's appears behind me and walks 
me to the door. 


“This Rose sounds like a lucky woman,” she says, and I 
realize she heard every word of my one-sided conversation. 


“I don’t know about that,” I say with a wry smile. “She 
doesn’t even know that I like her, yet.” 


“Then tell her,” the middle-aged woman says, shaking her 
head at me. “If she’s as pretty as you say, someone else will 
snap her up if you don’t.” 


I bristle just at the thought of any man thinking of her like 
that and know that I’m not about to let that happen. 


“Not a chance,” I growl. 
“So, you’re going to ask her on a date?” 


“Tomorrow,” I promise. “And then you can hear all about it 
next week.” 


“TIl look forward to it,” she laughs as she shuts the door 
behind me, and I walk back to my car. 


I drive back to my luxury apartment that cost about as 
much as a small island and look round at the fine 
surroundings dispassionately. Then it hits me. 


I’m lonely. 


I have everything, according to the newspapers, but I’m 
lonely, and chasing the next deal or the next tech innovation 
just isn’t filling that hole anymore. 


But ever since I set eyes on Rose, I think I may have 
discovered what I need. 


Now I just have to work out how to make her mine without 
coming on too strong and completely freaking her out. I’m 
used to getting my own way and subtlety is hardly my 
strong suit. I want what I want, and I’m used to getting it, 
and no one stands in my way. 


Except now Rose holds the power in her hands, and she 
doesn’t even know it. 


CHAPTER SIX 


Sebastian’s office isn’t on my rotation this morning. The 
usual manager is away and her replacement it seems has 
no idea of the situation. I need to speak with Adrian. The 
last thing I need is to waste time... but then, maybe I can 
get some juicy gossip from the Operations Manager whose 
office I’m cleaning instead. 


Of course, I don’t actually want to. I like Sebastian too 
much. 


Which is not good. What kind of journalist will I be if I back 
out of chasing a story because I fall for my target? 


And is that what I’m doing...falling for him? 


No, you're crazy, says a reasonable voice in my head. You 
don’t know him. You’ve only just met him. Get a grip. Get 
in, get the story, get out. 


The Operations Manager, Mike something, turns out to be 
nowhere near as clean and organized as Sebastian. I take 
one step into his office and feel my stomach sink. There are 


papers everywhere, food in the wastebasket and half-drunk 
coffee cups on every surface. It’s like a teenage gamers 
bedroom...and my brother back home is a teenage gamer. 
Mom doesn’t go into his room unless absolutely necessary. 


I have nothing but admiration for people who do this job 
full-time, I think as I gingerly start clearing up. There’s a 
musty, slightly moldy smell that you don’t expect to come 
across in a State of the art office like this, and I suspect a 
whole can of my air freshener isn’t going to cut it. 


I take a ruffle through the papers on the manager’s desk, 
wondering if there is anything juicy to be found, but 
everything looks above board. There is no financial 
information or anything which I could get checked out. 
Although I doubt Adrian would settle for a story on inter- 
corporation fraud. He wants the dirt on Sebastian and 
nothing less. Like he said, everyone has secrets. 


I hear footsteps outside, making me jump, and I quickly put 
the papers down and turn to dust the shelves as a man 
enters the room. I'm guessing this is the Operations 
Manager himself, in a slick, tailored suit and gleaming white 
teeth. The total opposite of his office. 


“Well, hello,” he says, and his eyes traveling over my body 
in a way that I don’t like at all. 


“Good morning, sir,” I say formally and carry on dusting. He 
just stands there, continuing to look me up and down 
blatantly, and it’s making me feel really uncomfortable, 
especially as he’s standing in between me and the door. I 
was hoping to get into a conversation with him if possible 
and see if I could suss out any leads for a story, but now I 
just want to get the hell out of here. He’s making my skin 
crawl. 


“You’re not the usual girl I have? What happened to her? 
The blonde one with the big tits.” 


I gasp, turning on my heel and glaring at him. 


“I hardly think that’s appropriate,” I snap, regretting it 
when he just laughs with amusement. 


“My, my, we do have a feisty one. Perhaps you’ll be an 
improvement. I prefer blondes, but she was getting rather 
boring.” 


I stare at him, but he isn’t even the slightest bit 
embarrassed or remorseful. The guy is a jerk. How can 
Sebastian even employ someone like this? I bet he’s a jerk 
to work with too. 


Mike sits behind his desk, barely glancing at me as he 
pushes a cup across his desk towards me. 


“Go and get that cleaned and make me a coffee,” he orders. 
“A proper one from the kitchen, not that instant shit in the 
machine”. 


Is there a please on the end of that? I think but don’t say 
out loud. I hate him already but can also instinctively tell 
that he isn’t a man I want to antagonize. I snatch the coffee 
cup up and leave the office to do as he says. On the way to 
the elevator I pass Sebastian’s office. I can just make him 
out through the frosted glass on his door, and I get the urge 
to knock on his door so I can see him. Just to say good 
morning and see that handsome smile he gives me...but 
that would be silly. Instead I stomp downstairs, seriously 
contemplating putting salt instead of sugar into Mike’s 
coffee cup. 


I don’t, of course. If I get sacked from this gig empty 
handed, then Adrian will sack me for real. 


On my way back up I walk as slowly as possible past 
Sebastian’s door, hoping he will spot me and call me in, but 
he doesn’t, obviously. Why would he? Just because he seems 
to find me attractive doesn’t mean we’re suddenly friends. 
Feeling deflated I carry Mike the jerk’s coffee back to his 
office. 


As I place it on his desk in front of him, he leans forward so 
that his eyes are at the same level as my breasts and makes 
no attempt to hide the fact that he’s staring at them. I jerk 
back as though I’ve been stung. 


Of course, he doesn’t bother to say thank you. 


I clean up as best as I can, trying to pretend that I don’t 
notice the fact that his eyes are glued to my ass every time 
that I have to bend over. 


“Have a nice day, sir,” I mumble under my breath as I head 
towards the door, my blood boiling. He calls me back. 


“Wait, what’s your name?” 
“Rose,” I answer shortly. 

“Are you in again tomorrow?” 
“Pm not sure.” I fucking hope not. 


He winks at me, and my stomach curls. I give him a stiff 
smile and leave, breathing in as soon as the office door 
closes behind me. Somehow the air is fresher out here. 


This time as I approach Sebastian’s office I see that the 
door is slightly ajar. Telling myself that I’m only doing it 
because I need to get close to him for the story, I knock 
lightly and slip my head round the door. My stomach does a 
delighted little flip as soon as he looks up and immediately 
smiles warmly upon seeing it’s me. 


“T was just wondering if you needed anything?” 
“No, but come in. I missed you when I got here?” 


“You weren’t on my rotation today,” I explain. “I did Mike’s 
office instead.” 


I’m trying to sound upbeat, but I can’t help the little 
shudder in my voice when I mention the guy’s name. 
Sebastian narrows his eyes at me. 


“What’s wrong, did he bother you?” 
“Err, no, not really.” Other than being a complete lech. 
Sebastian isn’t buying it. “What did he do?” 


I shake my head. “Honestly, it was nothing really...he made 
an inappropriate comment about the previous maid...said 
she had nice tits. And I didn’t like the way he was looking at 
me, but that was all.” 


Sebastian looks furious. To my surprise he gets up and 
storms to the door. 


“Mike!” he growls across the corridor in the voice of a man 
who is used to being obeyed. “Get in my office now!” 


I’m surprised at his anger. I’ve heard all the stories about 
him being a bit of an ogre, but so far, he hasn’t shown that 
to me. 


“Should I go?” I ask, feeling mortified at the thought of 
witnessing him berate Mike. Sebastian shakes his head. 


“No, stay here.” 


Five minutes later Mike appears in the office, looking 
confused. He looks even more puzzled when he sees me 
standing there. 


“What’s up boss?” he says flippantly, clearly not unfazed at 
being summoned. I’m guessing Sebastian does this a lot. 


“What the fuck did you say to Rose?” 
“Err...aSked her to get me a coffee?” 
More like ordered, I think. 


“No, you were making comments about the other cleaning 
staff. What the fuck do you think you’re playing at? Have 
some fucking respect or you can clean your own fucking 
office.” 


Mike swallows and his eyes flicker over to me and away 
again quickly, although not so quick that I don’t see the 
contempt in his eyes. I’ve made an enemy there. 


“Right. Apologies. It won’t happen again.” 


“Good. And I want the report on the Santa Monica division 
before lunch.” 


Mike opens his mouth to say something but then thinks 
better of it, shutting it instead and leaving the office with a 
brusque nod. 


“Thanks,” I murmur, trying to work out if this is a good 
thing or not. Sebastian swivels round in his chair to face 
me, looking thoughtful. 


“How many more offices do you have to clean?” 
“Eight.” 
“Okay. Fancy brunch when you’ve finished, my treat?” 


I hesitate and see the disappointment in his eyes. This is a 
great chance to get to know him better...but I don’t want to 
keep lying to him. I like him. 


More than like him. I flash back to my shower last night and 
feel the heat rush to my cheeks as I remember my fantasies 
of his hands and mouth on me. 


This is getting way too complicated. 
I should say no. 
“Yes,” I say instead. “I’d like that.” 


“Great,” he beams. “Just give me a knock when you’re done. 
I could do with getting out of this place. I’ve had enough 
already this morning, and by the sound of things, so have 


n 


you. 


I rush off, my stomach fluttering with excitement... and 
guilt. 


I go into the restroom and quickly call Adrian, feeling like a 
traitor the whole time. 


“Pm going to be late,” I tell him. He tsks loudly down the 
phone, and I continue quickly before he can start ranting. 
“Sebastian is taking me for brunch.” 


Instantly he changes his tune. 


“Good girl! After just two days? I knew you could do it! I’m 
expecting big things from this.” 


I don’t miss the veiled threat in his words. I mumble a 
goodbye and cut the call, feeling sick with guilt...but thrilled 
that Sebastian is taking me out. 


I get through the rest of the offices in a daze, thinking 
about the upcoming date, even as I keep trying to remind 
myself that it’s not a date, it’s just brunch. He’s just being 
nice to make up for Mike being so obnoxious. 


Or maybe this is his game...maybe he is just a charmer who 
takes advantage of his staff. Perhaps him and Mike have 


some elaborate seduction routine going on. In which case I 
would be justified in uncovering it. 


I try to convince myself even as my gut screams at me that 
I’m wrong. 


Before I go back to his office, I go back to the bathroom to 
check my appearance, wishing that I had a change of 
clothes and some make up with me. Some heels, at least. I 
shake my hair out of its bun, letting it fall in waves around 
my shoulders, and add some tinted lip balm to my lips. It’s 
the best I can do. 


Taking a deep breath, I make my way back to Sebastians’s 
office, smiling shyly as I enter. 


“Your hair looks beautiful down like that,” he says, then 
frowns before I can thank him. “Sorry, I’m acting like Mike, 
aren't I? Inappropriate.” 


I laugh, amused at the comparison. “No,” I reassure him. 
“Honestly you are nothing like Mike. In fact, I don’t think 
you could be less like him if you tried.” 


He looks pleased. 


“Well, that’s a relief” He stands up and offers me his arm. 
“Shall we go?” 


I take his arm, blushing furiously. We have to walk through 
one of the open plan offices to get downstairs and it’s pretty 
much full by now. Everyone stares at us curiously. Curiously 
and with surprise, I think. They haven’t seen him do this 
before. On a professional level I should be 
disappointed...but I’m not thinking professionally, and I’m 
flattered, not disappointed. 


He makes me feel special. 


And I like it. 


CHAPTER SEV EN 


He takes me to a fancy French restaurant for brunch and I 
order some type of fancy plate that melts on my tongue. 


“This tastes incredible.” 


Lust flashes in his eyes, making me blush as I guess at what 
he’s thinking. 


“Thank you for what you did back there,” I tell him. “I don’t 
know how you work with that guy...although I suppose he’s 
a lot different in front of you. You’re the boss.” 


Sebastian’s face darkens with anger. “He’s generally a jerk, 
but I didn’t know he was that bad. Tell me if he speaks to 
you like that again, and Il tear his head off.” 


His protectiveness makes me feel flattered and hot. There’s 
something sexy about the thought of him storming to my 
defense, something almost primal. It turns me on. 


He turns me on. 


He changes the subject, asking me about myself, and I tell 
him about my hometown and my family, carefully steering 
the conversation away from my work or my journalistic 
desires. I hate this, hate keeping things from him when he’s 
been such a gentleman. Not what I was expecting at all. 


I notice, though, that he doesn’t give away much about 
himself either, he gives away even less than I do, and is 
clearly very practiced at it. If I wasn’t a reporter, I would 
probably have no idea just how obtuse he is. 


Which makes me think that maybe there is a story here, 
and maybe he is hiding something as opposed to simply 
being very private? If it was anyone else my reporter’s nose 
would be on the scent, but now I find that I don’t want to 
know. I don’t want to sniff out the story. I would rather sit 
here and have lunch with him, enjoying the way he subtly 
appraises me, and pretend that I really am just the maid 
who happens to have a crush on the CEO. 


A CEO who I am now pretty certain likes me back. When he 
has to get back to work, my stomach twists in 
disappointment and dread. I know that as soon as I get 
back to the office, I will be expected to give a blow by blow 
account to Adrian. My boss isn’t stupid, he’s going to spot 
what’s going on. That I now have no intention of delivering 
him a story on Sebastian. 


But if I tell him that, I’ll be out of a job. And my rent is due. 


I look at Sebastian as I get into his car and think about 
coming clean, just cutting my losses and telling him what’s 
going on. But what if he hates me? Which he will have every 
right to do. 


I’m carrying on this deception now, I realize, just so I can 
spend more time with him. 


“Where should I drop you? You said you had another 
client?” 


“Erm, yes.” I name a spot a good few blocks from the 
newspaper, even though it’s now starting to rain. I don’t 
want to give him any clue for him to find out like this. 


I don’t want him to find out at all, but the dishonesty is 
really starting to grate on me. This isn’t what I wanted to go 
into journalism for. 


He pulls up where I’ve asked him to and I unclip my belt, 
hesitating as I look at him. 


“So, I’ll see you tomorrow,” I say. “Thank you for brunch.” 


“It was my pleasure.” His voice is low and deep, making me 
think of more pleasures than just food. 


I don’t know who moves towards who first, or if it is truly 
simultaneous, but the next thing I know we’re kissing. As 
his lips brush mine, I feel a current of electricity course the 
length of my body, bringing every nerve ending alive so that 
the entire surface of my skin feels as though it’s aching for 
his touch. His full, sensual lips move over mine, pushing my 
lips apart, and as his tongue probes the inside of my mouth, 
I feel my sex tighten. My pussy throbs as though his tongue 
is there, and I hear myself moan into his mouth as I entwine 
my hands into his hair and pull him closer. He holds my 
face, his thumb stroking my cheek in time with the rhythm 
of his kiss, and his touch thrills me. 


The effect that this man has on me is insane. I’m on fire for 
him, everything else but this moment forgotten as our kiss 
becomes hungrier and deeper the longer it goes on. I could 
kiss him forever. 


A loud beep makes me jump and we both fly apart, 
laughing. Sebastian has pulled up in a loading bay and 


judging by the gestures the driver behind us is making, he 
wants us to move. 


“Td better go,” I say, climbing out of the car, my lips swollen 
and tingling. 


“T’ll see you tomorrow,” he says in a voice that is full of 
promise. I watch him drive off down the busy street, my 
stomach churning as I try to figure out what the hell just 
happened. 


I reflect on the situation as I hurry through the drizzle 
towards work, realizing that I’m going to have to turn up in 
my now rumpled maid’s uniform, it’s a hot mess. The man 
I’m supposed to be investigating undercover, who thinks 
I’m simply a maid just kissed me. Hard. In public. 


And I liked it. More than liked it. My skin where he touched 
me feels alive, and in spite of the craziness of the situation 
I’m also bursting with joy that he’s revealed, without a 
doubt, just how much he’s attracted to me. There was so 
much passion in that kiss. And the way he defended me 
from Mike...I have to face the facts, and so will Adrian. 
Sebastian is a nice guy, and there is no story. 


Which means I have no job, but if my job is going to involve 
trying to dig up dirt on completely innocent people, I want 
no part of it. 


I can’t tell Adrian that just yet, however, because I need this 
month's paycheck at least. New York is an expensive city 
and I’m just about holding my head above water. Maybe I 
should try being a maid, the agency workers make as much 
per hour as I do, at least then I wouldn’t have to put up with 
Adrian. 


I’m working out which is worse - putting up with Adrian on 
a daily basis or running the risk of encountering sleazeballs 


like Mike - when I finally walk into the office. My hair is 
frizzy from the rain, my bun falling out, and my uniform 
creased. Sally takes one look at me and bursts out laughing. 


“Babe, you look terrible! Do you want me to get you a 
coffee? What are they doing to you at that place?” 


I blush and she raises her eyebrows at me. “Ohhh,” she says 
conspiratorially. “What’s he like in the flesh? As sexy as his 
pictures?” 


“I couldn’t possibly say,” I say primly, tightening my mouth, 
and Sally laughs as she goes to make me some coffee. She 
just about makes work bearable. 


“Adrian’s not in,” she calls back over her shoulder. “He had 
a tip-off about some banker and wanted to investigate it 
himself. Which means he’ll end up on some boozy lunch and 
be gone all day.” 


I lean back in my chair and breathe a sigh of relief as I kick 
off my flats. At least it will spare me the haranguing about 
this non-existent story for one day. 


“Hopefully he will check his sources this time,” I grumble as 
Sally brings my coffee over. “And not try and blame his 
incompetence on me.” 


“He’s an idiot,” Sally agrees. “And you are too good for this 
place and he knows it. We’re not doing too well you know 
that’s why he’s desperate for this story on Mr. Adams. Have 
you got anything yet?” 


“He takes two sugars in his cappuccino?” 
Sally laughs. 


“I can see it now, headline news...you will definitely win a 
Pulitzer for that one.” 


I laugh as I turn on my laptop, but Sally has just reminded 
me of the absolute bind I'm in here. Once again, I think I 
need to cut my losses and walk away...but I want to see 
Sebastian again. 


It’s not a story that I’m after anymore. 


It’s him. 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


S ebastian 


It’s nearly time to go home and for once, I don’t have a pile 
of work to take with me. 


Which means I’m at a loose end. Of course, I start 
wondering what Rose is doing and how she spends her 
evenings. And if she, like me, can’t stop thinking about our 
kiss earlier. 


Having her in my arms was even more delicious than I 
expected. Hearing her moan and feeling her lips yield to 
mine, damn, I’ve never been so horny. I could have taken 
her right there and then in the car if that idiot behind us 
hadn’t suddenly interrupted. 


Mind you, I was parked in his way. 


I do a Google search looking for Rose, though I don’t really 
know where to start. The housekeeping agency doesn't list 
any information on their staff, and I can’t find her on 
Facebook. Of course, I only have a first name to go on. I 
really know so little about her. I want to know more. 


I want to know everything. 


I pick up the phone and then realize that I don’t even have 
a number for her. Instead I call the agency. The woman who 
answers the phone sounds suspicious, even when I tell her 
who I am, and it takes ten minutes for her to confirm that 
yes, they have a Rose on their books. But she won’t give me 
her phone number. 


“Could you message her with mine and ask her to call me?” 
The woman sniffs. 
“We’re not a communications agency sir.” 


“You charge as if you are,” I snap, then feel guilty as she 
immediately apologizes and promises to send the message. 
Of course, she won’t want to lose the agency one of their 
biggest playing clients, but for once I feel bad about 
throwing my weight around. 


Now all I can do is wait. It’s six thirty and I’m about to give 
up and go home when my cell phone rings and I don’t 
recognize the number. I snatch it up. 


“Hello?” 

“Hello? It’s Rose.” 

A large grin spreads across my face. 

“Hey sweetheart. I was wondering...do you fancy dinner?” 
“When?” 

“Now.” 

She laughs lightly, and I love the sound of it. 

“Why not? I need time to get changed.” 


“What’s your address?” 


She gives me the name of an apartment block in a busy 
area of the city. Not what I expected, somehow. 


“TIl pick you up in twenty minutes,” I tell her, and put the 
phone down, grinning in triumph. 


I reach her apartment and press the buzzer for the number 
she gave me. “TIl be right down in a minute,” she says. 


“Hurry up, I’m not supposed to be parked here.” 


“Again?” Her laugh crackles over the intercom. “You really 
shouldn’t be driving. Are you sure you passed your test?” 


“Cheeky,” I murmur as she cuts the line. I get a sudden 
vivid image of bending her over my knee and spanking her. 
Down boy, I tell myself as I wait for her by my car. I have 
every intention of being a perfect gentleman tonight. 


The road to hell is paved with good intentions, of course. 
tt Hey.” 


Rose steps out of the apartment, and I can’t believe my 
eyes. I knew she was stunning, but wow. 


Her hair is down and it falls in dark curls around her face. 
Her eyes are rimmed in black and some kind of smoky 
shadow, and they look sultry as hell, while those full lips are 
subtly outlined and glossed in pink, and look just perfect for 
closing around the end of my cock. 


As for that dress. I raise my eyebrows and let out a low 
whistle. “You look gorgeous,” I tell her, and she does. She’s 
wearing a simple white dress that stops just above her 
knees, yet the way it fits perfectly to her curves and 
highlights her hips and breasts, its positively pornographic. 


“Thank you,” she says, and I hold the car door open, having 
to make an effort to tear my eyes away from her. 


“Where are we going?” she asks as we pull away into the 
busy traffic. 


“There’s a new Turkish restaurant on the East side of 
Manhattan, I thought we could go there? I haven’t tried it 
yet.” 


She looks impressed. It’s a five-star restaurant with a 
prominent celebrity chef. 


“Hasn’t it got like a month long waiting list?” she asks 
incredulously. 


“Not for me.” 


A young Turkish waiter shows us to a discrete corner table 
once we reach our destination, and I glare at him as I catch 
him checking Rose’s legs out as he holds the chair for her to 
sit down. 


“If you could get us the menu rather than checking out my 
date, that would be really helpful,” I say drily. He looks 
mortified as he nods and hurries off. 


“Is that what I am?” Rose asks, her eyes suddenly 
unreadable. “ Your date?” 


“Do you want to be?” I challenge. For a moment she 
hesitates, and I see anxiety in her eyes and wonder what it’s 
about. A bad previous relationship perhaps? Any man that 
could let her go is a madman. 


Then she reaches for my hand across the table, and I pick it 
up and lift it to my lips as she says, “Yes. Yes, I would like 
that very much.” 


CHAPTER NINE 


I can’t quite believe I’m here. A meal from this menu costs 
almost as much as a week’s rent, and the whole place is 
very upscale. I can spot a few celebrities and well-known 
socialites, and if I were here with anyone else, I would be 
itching to whip my iPad out and start taking notes, like a 
good reporter. But for once I’m not interested, the only 
thing holding my interest right now is Sebastian. 


I loved the way he looked at me when I walked out onto the 
street. As though I was the only woman in the world. I 
wonder what it would be like to really be his. To go to bed 
with him every night and wake up with him every morning. 


As his lips brush my fingers, I feel a thrill go right through 
me and as I watch his mouth touch my skin, I remember our 
kiss earlier. I feel my inner thighs tighten and a shudder of 
desire runs through my lower body. I want him so badly, but 
I’m suddenly nervous. Will he expect to go all the way 
tonight? Or some night soon? He is acting like a gentleman, 
sure, but there is no mistaking the look in his eyes or what 
he wants. There’s so much that I’m not telling him not only 


am I a reporter, but I’m also a virgin too. The kind of man I 
want was in short supply back home, and since moving to 
New York I’ve done nothing but work, work, work... but 
maybe it’s time for some play. 


“What are you thinking?” he asks, setting my hand back 
down on the table and pouring me a glass of what looks like 
very expensive red wine. 


“How much I want you,” I blurt out. He looks surprised at 
my bluntness, then smiles at me over the rim of his glass. 


“I think you’ve probably noticed by now Rose, that the 
feeling is very much mutual.” 


The waiter comes back over and takes our order. I don’t 
know what half of the things on the menu are so I go fora 
chicken and rice dish, figuring that I can hardly go wrong 
with that. When it arrives, I pick at it, even though I was 
starving just an hour ago. Sebastian’s presence makes my 
tummy flutter with a hunger for so much more than food 
that there is little room for anything else. 


“So, how are your writing ambitions going?” he asks, and I 
nearly choke on my rice. 


“Um, fine, I guess,” I murmur, feeling my cheeks flame. I’m 
by nature an honest person, so this continued deception 
isn’t sitting well with me at all. Hurriedly I change the 
subject. 


“How about you, what made you get into the tech field?” 
Especially when you look more like a bodybuilder or model, 
I think. Although I suppose neither of those options would 
pay as well. 


“Lifelong interest...and the money,” he admits. “Though I 
never expected the exponential growth.” 


“I heard you went from a millionaire to a billionaire in 
under eighteen months,” I say and then wince. That was too 
much of a personal comment for a date, too much like 
something a journalist would say. He doesn’t seem to mind 
though. 


“That’s right. It was a combination of hard work, a good 
business head and moving into the right industry at the 
right time. And I’m a bit of a workaholic I admit, although 
lately...” he trails off, looking almost wistful. 


“Go on,” I prompt him. 


“Just lately, I’m starting to wonder if there isn’t more to 
life,” he admits, and looks at me with such an intense and 
oddly vulnerable expression that I feel a rush of emotion as 
our gazes hold. 


I’m really falling for him. 
Iam so screwed. 


“Is being a billionaire CEO not making you happy?” I quip 
lightly, trying to detract from the tumult of emotion that I’m 
feeling. 


“Well, it doesn’t suck,” he laughs. “But honestly? It’s 
starting to get lonely.” 


“You must have people - women especially - falling all over 
you,” I protest. He smiles wryly. 


“Not so much now. I prefer to keep to myself. There are 
always hangers on when you’re rich and successful.” 


“And handsome,” I point out. 


“And handsome,” he grins without an ounce of false 
modesty. “But yes finding genuine, loyal people is tough...as 
is finding the right woman.” 


Is he saying I’m the right one? 


The way he looks at me I feel both completely euphoric and 
yet terrible at the same time. All he wants is loyalty, and I’m 
lying to him. 


Yet I know, with a rush of certainty, that even if he is about 
to tell me the most scandalous thing ever, there is no way 
now that I would ever betray him. It’s crazy, and I hardly 
know him, but I’m ready to throw my job out the window 
rather than dish the dirt on him...not that there seems to be 
anything to dish. I was expecting a sleazy businessman - a 
Mike - and instead, I've met a man I don’t just desire but 
also respect. Of course, this could all be a front to get me 
into bed but I don’t think so. I have pretty good instincts, 
and they’re telling me I can trust him. 


And I want him to know that he can trust me, even though if 
he were to find out what I really am, he would probably 
throw me out of this restaurant on my ass. 


I don’t know what to say, so I don’t say anything, but it 
seems to encourage him to open up, which I gather he does 
very rarely. I feel honored, and honestly, Adrian and the 
paper feel like they’re part of another life...all that exists for 
me right now is this moment with Sebastian. 


“Believe it or not, I didn’t grow up rich,” he confides. 


“Oh? I sort of imagined you going to a fancy school and the 
like,” I admit. Sebastian laughs as though that’s the 
funniest thing he’s ever heard. 


“No, definitely not. I grew up very ordinarily, we weren’t 
poor exactly, but we never had any extras. My mom worked 
all hours.” 


“Was your father not around?” 


“He passed away, he was in the Army,” he says, and 
although he betrays no emotion my heart breaks for him. 
For him to have come from such humble beginnings to 
where he is now is nothing short of extraordinary. 


It would also make a brilliant story, but I don’t care about 
that anymore. I care about him. 


“Did you not have any siblings?” I ask, thinking of my large 
family back home and realizing just how lonely Sebastian 
must have been from such a young age. 


“A sister,” he says shortly, and something in his voice makes 
me blink. Did she pass away too? 


“What happened to her?” I ask softly. He looks surprised 
and hesitates, and I’m about to apologize for asking when 
he shakes his head and says, “She’s disabled. Quite 
seriously. One of the reasons I was determined to work so 
hard was to get her the best care. I wanted her to live with 
me for as long as possible, but now my lifestyle makes it 
impossible, but I visit at least once a week and have her to 
stay when I can. It’s one of the reasons I don’t engage with 
the press. I don’t want them poking around in this, making 
some kind of story out of it. She deserves her privacy.” 


“So, do you,” I whisper, knowing that Adrian will never hear 
one word of this. It’s a huge scoop, the billionaire with a 
heart, and it could be the making of my career but I don’t 
want it. Maybe it’s insane when I’ve only just met him and 
there’s no guarantee he will even want to see me again, but 
I know I have no choice but to do the right thing. 


“T’ve never told anyone before,” he says, and suddenly looks 
wary. I stroke his hand. 


“Thank you for sharing that with me,” I say, and we hold 
each other’s eyes, until the waiter interrupts us again and 


the moment is broken. 


We talk for the rest of the meal, but there’s a new ease and 
intimacy between us now. And as the wine warms my belly 
and he starts to stroke my wrist and forearm as he talks, I 
can feel other parts of me warming up again too. I want him 
to kiss me again and soon. 


After our meal he walks me up to my apartment, his eyes 
dark with desire and hunger. My heart hammering in my 
chest I ask, “Want to come in.” 


Instead of waiting for his reply I jump into his arms. 


CHAPTER TEN 


S ebastian 


The second her lips touch mine I feel my body catch fire. 
I’ve never felt such tangible need for another person. I pull 
Rose towards me, kissing her hungrily as she goes up on 
her tiptoe and moulds her body to mine. We fit together 
perfectly, and I wish the material between us would just 
disappear. I need to be inside her. To claim her as mine and 
mine only. I slide one hand down her back and leave it 
resting in the dip just before the lines of her body flare out 
into that gorgeous ass. When she presses her groin into 
mine, I take it as an invitation and slide my hand down 
further to cup and knead her ass. She whimpers into my 
mouth, and the sound of her arousal turns me on so much 
that I just about come in my pants right there. 


She pulls away and fumbles for her key. “I take it, that was 
a yes then,” she says with a breathy laugh. 


“Hell yes,” I murmur, following her inside her apartment. 
Coming in’ sounds like an excellent plan. 


Her apartment is small but stylish, a studio with a 
kitchenette at one end, bedroom and wardrobe at the other 
and the living space in between. It’s the bed I’m interested 
in, but she turns to me, looking a little awkward. 


“Err, do you want a coffee?” 


“No,” I say impatiently. “I want you. Come here.” I pick her 
up in one movement and she gasps out a shocked laugh as I 
carry her towards the bed. I sit her down and kneel 
between her legs, claiming her mouth again with my own. 
She responds with a passion that just makes me even 
hungrier for her. 


I kiss down her neck and across her collarbone, slipping her 
dress down off her shoulders and over her breasts, taking 
her strapless bra with it so that her glorious breasts bounce 
free. I take them in my hands, feeling the delicious weight 
of them, and then bend my head to kiss them all over, giving 
particular attention to her stiff rose pink nipples. She grips 
my hair with her hands and tips her own back, arching 
away from me so that her breasts are pushed towards me. I 
take one nipple in my mouth and roll it with my tongue, and 
she gasps again. I love hearing the sounds of her desire 
while she writhes under my touch like this, it’s such a 
fucking turn on. I want more. I want to hear her scream my 
name as she comes. I lift my head and look at her. Her eyes 
are dilated, and her cheeks flushed, and I smile at the 
evidence of the fact that she is as turned on as I am. And 
she’s here, in my hands, completely at my mercy, giving 
herself to me. 


I’m one lucky guy. 


“T want to taste you,” I tell her. She blinks in surprise and 
her cheeks go red at my words and I like this sudden 
display of shyness. I can tell this isn’t something she makes 
a habit of doing, bringing guys back to her apartment, and 


I’m glad. If I get my way - and I always do - then there will 
never be another man anywhere near her ever again. 


I push the other end of her dress up over her hips, 
revealing a nude colored thong. Simple, no frills. She 
doesn’t need it. I tug at her panties and she lifts her hips so 
that I can slide them down and off her legs as she kicks off 
her shoes in order to help. Then I put my hands on her 
inner thighs and part her legs so I can drink in the sight of 
her pussy. 


“Your beautiful,” I tell her sincerely. Those lush thighs and 
curvy hips frame her pink, wet pussy just inches from my 
mouth and I’ve never seen anything so inviting in my life. I 
can feel my cock leaking in my pants, desperate for release, 
but my release can wait. When I slide myself inside her I 
want her wet and dripping, aching from a climax that I’ve 
delivered. 


“Are you going to take your clothes off?” she asks, 
surprising me. I smile up at her. “Do you want me too?” 


“Yes,” she says and then bites her lip as if she’s 
embarrassed at her own request. Her tentativeness is 
adorable. 


I climb to my feet and, keeping my eyes firmly on hers, start 
to slowly strip. My blazer goes first, then my shirt. I can see 
the heat in her eyes as she drinks in my physique, and I like 
it. I have a great body, hours in the gym and a background 
as a basketball player have ensured that. I’m big, and 
strong. The sheer size of me gives me an edge in business 
negotiations, I know that. Other men are intimidated by me, 
even if on an unconscious level, and women are distracted 
by me. But the only woman whose opinion I care about is 
Roses. 


I kick off my shoes, then slowly unzip my pants and let them 
fall, then slide down my underwear. My cock springing to 
attention, all nine inches of it, and I see her eyes go wide. 


“You’re...huge,” she says. 


“And it’s all yours,” I tell her as I kneel between her legs, 
naked before her. Worshipping her like the goddess she is. 


I slide my hand into the hair at the nape of her neck and 
pull her towards me, kissing her roughly, my tongue 
probing her mouth the way I want my cock to fill her pussy. 
I want every single inch of her body. 


Rose responds by running her own hands through my hair, 
moaning softly and pushing her body towards mine with 
abandon, showing me how much she wants this. 


I break away from her mouth and move down to her neck, 
biting the sensitive skin between it and her collarbone. 


“That feels so good,” she groans. 
“Tt will feel even better in a minute,” I whisper. 


I start to knead her breasts, rolling and tugging at her 
nipples until her moans come louder and faster and I can 
hear her need. I push her breasts together and nibble at 
the tips of them and she wriggles where she sits. She must 
be soaking wet by now. I reach between her legs to test my 
theory and growl low in my throat to find her folds slick 
with her juices. I find her clit and start to play with it oh-so- 
gently while still stimulating her nipples with my mouth, 
and she can barely sit still. 


I can’t wait anymore either. 


I bury my face between her legs, inhaling the sweet, musky 
scent of her. It makes my mouth water. I have to taste her 
now. I pull her thighs wider apart and bend my head to her, 


taking a moment to admire the sight of her, spread and 
waiting for me. 


“Do it,” she gasps, and I oblige, taking her folds into my 
mouth and sucking lightly. She whimpers in response and 
tugs at my hair. Her juices are glistening on her thighs, and 
it’s taking every ounce of self control I possess not to 
plunge myself inside her. Take her. Own her. 


Mine. 


But I want to taste her pleasure first, I start to flick my 
tongue over her swollen bud, building up my rhythm slowly 
and steadily, finding the pace that elicits the strongest and 
most wanton response from her. I want her panting. 


I lose myself in the taste and smell of her as I settle into a 
rhythm, and part of me could stay here forever, making her 
gush into my mouth. She rubs herself into me, moving her 
hips, she’s lying back on the bed now and clenching the 
streets letting me know she isn’t far away from a climax. 


“Sebastian,” she sobs in sheer pleasure as she comes, 
bucking her hips and arching her back as her hand tightens 
in my hair, so tightly it makes my scalp sting, but I’m not 
complaining. I feel her thighs shuddering as the waves of 
her orgasm crash over her, and I smile to myself at a job 
well done. 


She’s mine now. 


When the shudders stop, I lick my lips and sit back on my 
haunches to look at her. Her eyes are dreamy and half 
dazed. 


“That was incredible,” she whispers, reaching up with a 
lazy hand to stroke my cheek. I catch her wrist and nibble 
on her palm. 


“My turn,” I growl, taking her hand and placing it on my 
cock, which is so hard it’s aching. 


Then I see hesitation in her eyes, and feel the stiffness in 
her hand. I drop her hand and pull away. Have I pressured 
her? The way she responded so wantonly...was I wrong in 
thinking she wanted this as badly as I do? 


“What’s wrong Rose?” I ask gently, feeling a wave of 
tenderness for her, my lust momentarily forgotten. She’s 
blushing, and I wonder what’s going on. I sit on the bed 
next to her, waiting for her to speak. 


“Pm not used to this,” she says softly. “It’s not like me.” 


“Believe it or not,” I grin. “I don’t usually go home with the 
staff either. It’s not a habit of mine...I haven’t been with a 
woman in a long time.” 


She thinks she’s just some conquest, I realize, a notch on 
the bedpost. No, this woman I want in my bed for as long as 
she will have me. 


“T don’t think you understand,” she murmurs. I take her 
hand between mine. Something is clearly bothering her. 


“So, tell me what I don’t understand,” I prompt. She visibly 
swallows and then looks into my eyes, her own eyes wary. 


“Pm a virgin,” she says quietly. 


I feel my eyebrows fly up to my forehead. A virgin? In this 
city? 


I see her wince and suddenly I get it. She thinks I’m going 
to reject her for being a virgin. Is she insane? This is 
amazing. 


I grin at her. 


“Really?” 


She frowns. 
“You’re...pleased?” 


“That I’m going to be the first man to take you? I’m 
thrilled.” I don’t tell her my plan to be the only man who 
takes her. 


She relaxes now and giggles. “I love the way you assume 
I’m going to let you.” 


“I know you want me,” I shrug. “And I want you, no need 
you, in fact. Knowing it will be your first time...that’s sexy as 
hell.” 


I kiss her again and she reaches for my cock, but this time 
it’s me who pushes her hand away. She looks at me in 
surprise. 


“We’re not doing this tonight. If it’s your first time, then 
we're going to make it special. Let me take you away 
somewhere.” 


She gasps. 
“When?” 


“This weekend,” I say, planning ahead. I raise her hand to 
my lips and kiss the back of it. 


“Get some sleep,” I say. “Pl see you bright and early 
tomorrow morning.” I wink at her. “Bring your feather 
duster.” 


CHAPTER ELEVEN 


The next morning, I practically bounce up the stairs 
towards Sebastian’s office, too full of nervous energy to 
take the elevator. I dreamed about him all night, waking up 
wet and aching for him. I can’t wait to see him. 


I’ve put some lipstick on and opened the top button of my 
uniform, trying to sex up my drab outfit as much as 
possible. I spent all morning planning outfits for the coming 
weekend. And underwear. I need new underwear. 


With job loss looming though, I’m going to have to go to the 
bargain store. 


I knock on Sebastian’s office door, shifting from one foot to 
the other, suddenly shy at the prospect of facing him after 
our hot and heavy session last night. 


“You don’t have to knock,” he calls, amusement in his voice. 
I enter the office and shut the door behind me. My hands 
are full of cleaning products and a trash bag, which 
hampers the sexy pose that I want to strike, but he seems 
more than happy to see me just as I am. 


“Morning,” I say, watching him gaze at me as his eyes run 
slowly up and down my body. 


“Good morning. Did you sleep well last night?” 


I blush as an image from my dirtiest dream flashes through 
my mind. “Err, I guess,” I say. Sebastian gives me a slow 
smile that is all about sex. 


“Well, I didn’t. I was thinking about you all night.” 


“Oh? Thinking what, exactly?” I say playing innocent, but 
I’m pretty sure his dreams matched mine. 


“Pll show you,” he tells me. “Put all that stuff down and 
come here.” 


Slowly, I place my things on the floor and walk over to him. 
My heart beating erratically in my chest and my breath 
short as I wonder what he’s planning. I stand in front of 
him, every nerve ending aching with anticipation. 


“Take your hair out,” he orders. Holding his gaze, I reach 
up and pull the pins out of my bun until my hair falls around 
my shoulders. 


“Good girl,” he says, but his voice is ragged and husky, and I 
know he’s not nearly as in control as he might like to think. 
“Now undo the rest of those buttons.” 


The buttons on my dress go down to my waist. Carefully, I 
undo them one by one until my breasts are showing. I chose 
a lacy cream push-up rather than the standard sports bra I 
usually wear to work, and it has definitely paid off as I 
watch his pupils dilate as he stares at my breast. 


“You have such a beautiful body,” he tells me in a husky 
voice. He reaches for me and pulls me into a passionate kiss 
that steals my breath away, his tongue darting into my 
mouth. He smells of coffee and expensive aftershave and 


something else that is natural and pure male, as though 
he’s oozing testosterone. I feel my panties go damp 
immediately and my pussy starts to throb, anticipating his 
touch. 


His hands are on my breasts now, pushing the cups of my 
bra away to reveal my nipples, kneading and playing with 
them until I feel like I'm burning with desire. He pushes me 
back so my ass rests against the edge of his desk, then pulls 
away from my mouth and buries his head in my cleavage, 
kissing and sucking almost reverentially, so that I feel like a 
goddess. Then he puts his hands on my hips and lifts me so 
I’m perching right on his desk. He parts my thighs with his 
hands and sits back to look at me, almost lazily stroking my 
clit through the thin fabric of my panties. I tip my head back 
and steady myself on his desk by leaning on my hands. 


“I thought you wanted to wait,” I gasp, pushing myself onto 
his hand. 


“Oh, Iam,” he says. “This is just foreplay. I want to slide my 
fingers inside you and make you come that way, make sure 
your pussy knows what to expect when I slip my cock inside 
you.” 


I moan, turned on by his crude words, and he smiles and 
nudges my panties out of the way with his hand, circling my 
clit with the pad of his thumb. If he carries on like that I 
think might come before he slides his fingers inside me. My 
body feels as though it’s on fire for him. But he seems to 
sense my urgency and he slows down his movements, his 
touch barely there, and I let out a long groan. My pussy 
contracts, as impatient as I am. 


“There’s no rush,” he murmurs. 


“T’ve got a rotation,” I remind him, gasping. 


“Pm the boss,” he reminds me, but he carefully slips one 
finger inside me and I whimper at the sudden sensation. He 
watches me carefully as he explores my body, finding the 
sensitive spot on my inner front wall and stroking it gently 
but insistently until I’m writhing on his hand. Slowly he 
pushes a second finger inside me. 


“Does that feel good?” he asks. 


“Yes,” I pant, unable to form a coherent sentence, although 
I want to tell him it feels a lot more than good. He uses both 
fingers now to move in a fluttering motion against that 
sweet spot, the thumb of his other hand still circling my clit. 
A strange pressure starts to grow low down in my body, a 
pleasure so intense but unfamiliar. I move on his hand, 
biting my lip and looking at him from under my eyelids. 


“Come for me,” he murmurs, moving his fingers more 
quickly. The pressure builds until I know it has to break, and 
I bite the back of my hand to stop myself from screaming as 
I come and alert the whole company to what we’re doing. 


Intense waves rack my body as the strongest orgasm I’ve 
ever had rips through my body, and my pussy swells and 
throbs as my juices gush all over his hand. He stays inside 
me until I’ve stopped shuddering with the aftershocks, and 
then slowly withdraws his fingers. His desk...and my 
panties...are soaking. 


“Good girl,” he says again, and then raises his hand to his 
mouth and sucks my juices from his fingers. I gasp, turned 
on by the erotic sight. 


“My underwear is soaked,” I pout. He grins at me, his eyes 
dancing. 


“Take them off,” he says. “Let me keep them.” 


“And do what with them?” I protest naively. He raises his 
eyebrow at me, and I blush deeply. Carefully I peel them 
from my legs and pass them to him. He holds them up to his 
face, inhales deeply and then slips them into his pocket, 
before leaning forward and kissing me tenderly on the lips. 
I get down from his desk and realize my thighs are 
trembling. 


“That was...incredible.” 
“Good. Tomorrow will be even better.” 
“Tomorrow?” 


He nods. “Tomorrow is Friday...we’re going away 
remember? IIl pick you up after work.” 


My tummy flutters with excitement. 
“T can’t wait,” I whisper, kissing him again. 


“Good,” he says in a bossy tone, swatting my ass. “You had 
better get back to work.” 


The rest of my shift goes by in a blur. Thankfully Mike isn’t 
on my rotation this morning. Tomorrow will be my last day 
cleaning, and then...my weekend with Sebastian. I’m so 
excited that I’ve all but forgotten about the fact that I need 
to give Adrian some lie to tide him over until next week. 
Once I’ve been paid and I know I’ve at least got another 
month’s rent, then I can tell him to stick his job where the 
sun doesn’t shine. 


Right on cue, Adrian calls me as I’m walking out of the 
building. 


“Im on my way in,” I say. 


“Good. Come straight to my office so you can fill me in,” he 
snaps. When I don’t respond he says in an ominous tone, 


“You do have something, surely?” 


“T have a few leads,” I say quickly, “but I would rather not 
say anything until I’m certain. I’ll be able to start filing a 
copy next week.” 


He sighs loudly and I bite back my retort. “Make sure you 
do. And hurry up, there’s other things you need to be 
doing.” 


He hangs up and I take a deep breath to soothe my anger 
towards him. Now that I’ve made the decision to leave, I’m 
becoming more and more aware of just how stressful it is 
working with him. I’d rather clean Sebastian’s office any 
day. 


The afternoon drags on and I’m counting down the hours 
until I can get home. I’ve got a suitcase to pack, ready for 
the beginning of my trip with Sebastian tomorrow. I’m 
determined that for this weekend at least I will put 
everything else but me and him out of my mind. The rest 
can wait. 


CHAPTER TWELVE 


I can’t wait for work to be over. Two whole days with 
Sebastian, just me and him...my breath catches in my throat 
just thinking about it. I’m so excited that I’m not even 
pissed off that Mike’s office is on my rotation. It’s not as if I 
will be here for much longer. I’m trying not to think about 
the potential consequences of losing my job, and how I will 
see Sebastian - assuming he wants to see me - if I have to 
move back home. Whatever happens, I’ll deal with it. At 
least I won’t be stuck in a role that asks me to compromise 
my integrity. 


Unlike yesterday, I’ve buttoned my dress right up to my 
neck today and deliberately worn no makeup, in the hope 
that Mike might be less lechy today. I’m here as soon as the 
building opens, anticipating that I can get in and out of his 
office before he arrives. Of course, that depends on what 
kind of state it’s in. 


Gross, I think as I step inside. There must be at least a 
dozen coffee cups in here - some with dregs of coffee still in 
some- and there’s even a plate of Chinese takeout he must 


have ordered in. Luckily, I brought the trolley from the 
kitchen, expecting something like this after the other day. 


I clean up as fast as possible. Honestly, I’m starting to get 
used to this, and there’s something almost soothing about 
the rhythm of the work. I’m nearly done when I hear the 
door open behind me and my heart sinks. 


“Well, good morning,” Mike drawls. He sounds amused, 
which surprises me. I would have hoped that after the 
chewing out Sebastian gave him he would be a bit less full 
of himself. I nod at him, smiling tightly and doing my best to 
look engrossed in cleaning up. 


“Good morning.” 


Mike sits down and swivels his chair round so that he is 
facing me. He sits and watches me work, staring at me ina 
way that is making me feel deeply uncomfortable, and there 
is an arrogance about him that makes me nervous as I 
wonder what the hell is going on here. I don’t want to 
threaten him with Sebastian in case it makes it obvious 
there’s something going on between us...unless he already 
knows? The thought of Sebastian discussing me with his 
colleagues makes me feel sick. 


No, he wouldn’t do that, I tell myself firmly. After everything 
I’ve learned about him, I’m pretty sure that he wouldn’t do 
something like that. I do my best to ignore Mike, although 
it’s hard not to be aware of him. 


Finally, I’m done. I’m about to wheel out my trolley when 
Mike tsks loudly. 


“Are you not going to offer me a drink?” 


I force a polite smile onto my face. “Would you like one?” 


“Yep. Get me a coffee,” he says with a wonderful display of 
manners. I nod curtly and leave with my trolley. Down in the 
kitchen, I’m quite tempted to spit in his drink, but I manage 
to refrain. I take it back up to him, hoping this will be the 
end of it. 


I should have known there would be no chance of that. As I 
walk back into his office Mike walks behind me and shuts 
the office door before taking his coffee from me and waving 
me to a chair. 


“Sit down,” he says. I glare at him. 


“T don’t have time to chat. I’m working.” I wonder what the 
hell he’s playing at now and glance up at the clock on the 
wall. Sebastian should be in by now. Mike follows my gaze 
and smiles. 


“Oh, I think you will have time for this. You see, I’m not very 
happy about the stunt you pulled the other day, blabbing to 
the boss.” 


“T didn’t blab,” I protest. “Sebastian asked me-” 


“Sebastian, is it?” Mike cuts in, and I betray myself by 
blushing deeply. “I see.” 


“You don’t see anything except whatever your dirty mind 
tells you,” I snap, no longer bothering to even try and be 
polite. This guy is an ever bigger jerk that Adrian. 


Mike takes a sip of his coffee, looking thoughtful. I get the 
impression he’s trying to drag out whatever he’s got to say 
for as long as possible, and I wish that he would just hurry 
up and get on with it. 


“I suppose seducing him is a pretty good tactic,” he says 
slowly, his eyes gleaming with triumph as I visibly flinch. 


“W-what do you mean?” I stammer, panicking that he 
somehow knows what I’m doing here. But no, he can’t...can 
he? 


It seems he can. He takes another sip of his coffee and 
smiles conspiratorially. 


“I wondered about you as soon as you went running to 
Sebastian. It was obvious there was something between you 
so I did a bit of digging to check you out. I thought maybe 
you were his side piece instead I found something very 
different indeed.” 


I feel my heart sink straight down to my stomach and I link 
my hands together in my lap to stop them from trembling. 


“And what was that?” I ask, trying to appear nonchalant but 
knowing that I’m failing miserably. 


“That you, little Miss Undercover, are not a cleaner at all. 
You’re a journalist, a wannabe reporter for a little gossip 
rag. So, it doesn’t take a genius to work out why you’re 
here cozying up to the boss man. He doesn’t give 
interviews. So, you're trying to dig up some dirt on him, 
aren’t you?” 


I freeze, and my heart hammers in my chest. Everything’s 
over...not only am I about to lose my job, but Sebastian too, 
and before we have even properly gotten to know each 
other. 


I know that there’s no point in denying it, so instead I 
shrug, trying to seem as though I'm unconcerned about his 
discovery, even though I can see the bottom rapidly falling 
out of my world. 


“Okay, yeah, you busted me,” I admit. “So what? Today is 
my last day...there was no dirt to dig. So, you really don’t 
need to worry yourself.” 


Mike barks a laugh. 


“Oh, I’m not worried. If there was anything on him, I would 
be more than happy for the world to know. Sanctimonious 
Sebastian is a thorn in my side. But do you really think that 
if he finds out he will let it go? You will be lucky if he doesn’t 
ruin you, and that little magazine you work for.” 


I feel dread curling in the pit of my stomach, even though it 
isn’t Mike’s threat to my career that worries me. That’s 
over anyway if Adrian gives me the boot...but I don’t want 
Sebastian to know. If I have to tell him, it needs to come 
from me. If it comes from Mike, then Sebastian will never 
believe that I wasn’t going to go through with it. I 
remember his words at dinner about how hard it is to trust 
people, and the thought of him believing I might betray him 
is like a vice around my heart. 


“There’s no need for you to tell him,” I point out. “You’re 
just trying to get some petty revenge for the other day. Isn’t 
that beneath you?” 


Mike just tips his head back and laughs, a sound that grates 
on my last nerve. 


“That reverse psychology nonsense won’t work with me 
sweetheart. I'm not above a bit of petty revenge...in fact I 
would take great pleasure in it. But it doesn’t need to come 
to that.” 


“It doesn’t?” I eye him warily. He shrugs. “No, it really 
doesn’t. The way I see it, if you’re nice to me I'll be nice to 
you.” 

I feel like throwing up. The meaning of his words is 
apparent by the gleam in his eyes, and the fact that I'm 
doing nothing to hide the revulsion on my face only seems 
to spur him on. 


“Tf you mean what I think you mean...” 


“Oh I do,” he says with zero shame whatsoever. “What can 
you do? You think Sebastian will come to your rescue when 
he finds out you’re trying to entrap him? I think not, 
sweetheart.” 


I look at the door, judging if I can run and open it before 
Mike catches me. He laughs again. 


“You’re not locked in,” he mocks. “I’m giving you until 
Monday to make up your mind. You either make me a very 
happy man...or I'll be making you a very unemployed 
woman.” 


I feel a rush of relief and fight not to let it show on my face. 
Monday...after my weekend with Sebastian, and after I get 
paid and can pay my rent to buy me a month to get sorted. 
I’m telling Adrian I'm leaving anyway...but it means I am 
going to have to tell Sebastian, and sooner rather than 
later. 


“Okay,” I say meekly, keeping my head down. “Prl think 
about it.” 


“Good girl,” Mike laughs. “Run along then,” he waves 
towards the door, dismissing me. Bristling with anger I get 
up and walk out, not sure whether to laugh or cry. I’ve 
bought myself some time, but for how long? 


Perhaps I shouldn’t go on our weekend getaway. Maybe I 
should just cut my losses and go home now. 


But then I will never know what it feels like to be taken by 
Sebastian, and I know that I will never meet another man 
like him again. If I don’t go, IIl regret it for the rest of my 
life...and I will never get the chance to tell him my side of 
the story. 


I have to go, but I also have to face the very real possibility 
that it may very well be the only chance I ever have to be 
with him. The fallout from all of this is likely to cost me both 
him and my job. 


But if it means that I get to be with him just once, then it 
has to be worth it. 


CHAPTER THIRTEEN 


S ebastian 


I pick Rose up from her apartment in my limo, loving the 
wide eyed look on her face when she emerges from her 
building and sees me waiting there. The driver gets out and 
holds the door open for her, and she gets in next to me, her 
mouth a small ‘O’ of surprise. 


“You’re pulling out all the stops,” she says casually, but I can 
tell from her expression that she’s impressed. I’m not trying 
to show off - I'm sure she already knows how rich I am - but 
I want to give her a taste of luxury this weekend. Cleaning 
offices every day can’t be a lot of fun, and I want her to 
enjoy herself. 


Of course, all this is just a prelude to the more sensual joys 
I'm planning on giving her, and they require no money at 
all. Sometimes, the best things in life really are free. 


I press a button once we’ve pulled into the traffic and a 
small bar whirrs out of the leather interior. She laughs 
incredulously as a bottle of champagne and two glasses 
appear. 


“This is incredible. Did you hire it?” 


“Its mine,” I tell her. “I don’t use it for everyday work 
however. Most people don’t keep such early hours as I do 
and I’m capable of driving myself. I tend to use my driver 
for events, important meetings etc. And this,” I smile at her, 
“is a very important event.” 


She blushes in that way that I find so damn sexy, and flips 
her hair over her shoulder self-consciously. She’s dressed in 
tight jeans and a simple white top, with her hair down 
framing her beautiful face and minimal makeup, and she 
looks stunning. 


“You look beautiful,” I tell her. “I’m proud to have you all to 
myself this weekend.” 


“Thank you,” she murmurs. She seems nervous, anxious 
even, and I hope she doesn’t feel like I’m rushing her or 
coming on too strong. I pop the champagne, which makes 
her laugh as it fizzes over straight into my lap, pour our 
glasses and then raise mine in a toast. 


“To a lovely weekend.” 


She clinks her glass with mine. When we’ve both taken a 
sip, I replace my glass on the tiny bar and take her spare 
hand with mine. 


“Rose,” I say seriously. “I want nothing more than to make 
love to you this weekend...but if you’re not ready, that’s 
okay too. We can just enjoy each other’s company. There’s 
no coercion here.” 


She shakes her head, a smile playing around the corners of 
her full lips. 


“What?” 


“I mean, can you be any more perfect?” she says in a husky 
voice, and whether from the champagne or my 
reassurance, she seems to have relaxed somewhat. “If I 
wasn’t already certain, I think I would be after that.” 


I grin. “Well, it wasn’t a tactic, but I’m glad to know you feel 
that way. I mean it though, no strings attached.” I stroke 
her hand, and she leans forward and brushes her lips 
across mine. 


“Then I’d waste the new underwear I ran out and bought 
today especially,” she whispers, and my cock immediately 
stiffens in response. 


“That would be a travesty,” I whisper back, and slide my 
hand up her thigh, squeezing her leg through the denim. I 
see her glance over my shoulder at the darkened glass that 
separates us from the driver, and I sit back after nipping at 
her bottom lip. I can wait. 


“T didn’t see you this morning. Was Mike on your rotation 
again?” 
She nods and immediately looks wary. 


“Did he harass you again?” I swear I will kill him if he’s 
attempted to lay a hand on her again. 


“No,” she says, shaking her head quickly. “He just...I got the 
impression that he wasn’t too happy about the other 
morning, but I suppose that’s to be expected.” 


There’s a wariness about her again that I sensed when she 
got in the limo, and I wonder if she’s telling me everything 
about Mike. 


“Rose...if he harasses you, you have to tell me.” 


“I wil,” she assures me, then asks, “So, where are you 
taking me?” 


I sense that she’s trying to change the subject, but I can’t 
blame her for not wanting to ruin the evening by talking 
about that idiot. He’s clearly said something to unsettle her. 
I’ll have a word with him on Monday. Honestly, I can’t stand 
the guy and would love an excuse to fire him. 


“Luxury hotel in the Hamptons,” I say casually, smiling 
when her mouth drops open. 


“Wow, really?” 


“Sure. We'll be staying in a nineteenth century manor 
house, with our dinner cooked by one of the best chefs in 
the country...and I’ve booked you in for a full body massage 
afterwards. You work too hard.” 


She looks uncomfortable at that. “Hardly, compared to you,” 
she murmurs. 


“Hey. My job is no more worthy than yours. My mother 
cleaned for years, it’s a good, honest job.” She winces at 
that, and I add, “Although I know it’s not what you want to 
do long-term.” 


“Let’s not talk about work,” she says, snuggling into my side 
and draining her champagne glass. “Tell me more about 
this lovely hotel.” 


We chat about everything and nothing until we arrive at our 
destination, and I take pleasure in seeing the look on her 
face at our surroundings. Once the concierge shows us to 
our room - or, I should say, suite - it's even better. In the 
bedroom the ornate four poster bed has been showered 
with rose petals at my request, and in the huge bathroom 
there’s a hot tub waiting and a fully laid out massage table. 
In the dining area a table for two is already laid with a 
bottle of white wine on ice, candles and fresh flowers, and a 
waiter stands ready to take our order. 


“Wow,” she says. 


“Do you want to eat now or wait a while? I’m starving,” I 
admit. 


“Me too...although I don’t want anything too heavy if I’m 
about to have a massage.” 


“T didn’t think of that,” I frown. “I’ve never done all this for 
a woman before.” 


She looks delighted, her eyes shining. “Really?” 
“Really. You’re special, Rose.” 


She takes her seat at the table, blushing furiously again. 
Now that we’re here, and so close to the bedroom, the 
thought of finally sinking myself inside her is consuming my 
thoughts. I try not to stare at her as she eats, transfixed by 
her every movement. 


“This food is delicious,” she says, catching me watching her. 
“So are you.” 


After a light dinner we drink wine on the balcony as the 
waiter clears away the table, then there’s a knock at the 
door. 


“That will be your massage,” I say. 


From my seat in the dining room I discover I can see the 
table from where I’m sitting, and I watch as Rose strips 
down to nothing but a lace thong and lies on her tummy on 
the couch with a towel covering her while the masseuse, a 
middle-aged woman with some impressive biceps, kneads 
and manipulates her muscles. I’m torn between the 
eroticism of her lying there half naked, covered in oil, and a 
twinge of jealousy that anyone else, even the masseuse, has 
their hands on my woman. 


As the massage begins to wind down and the other woman 
has pulled the towel up to work on the back of Rose’s legs, 
revealing part of her ass, I can’t take any more. I get up and 
walk into the bathroom. 


“You can leave now,” I say. The woman nods and silently 
picks up her oils and makes her way to the main door of our 
Suite. 


I shut the door behind the masseuse then walk over to Rose 
and roll her over, so she’s lying in front of me in nothing but 
her white lace thong. I run my eyes slowly down her body, 
drinking her in. I know every inch of her now, and tonight 
I’m going to finally claim her for my own. I reach for her 
breasts, palming them with my hand and rubbing the pads 
of my thumbs over her nipples. She closes her eyes and 
smiles, her lips pouting with contentment. My God, she is so 
fucking beautiful. I lean over her and kiss her softly, then 
trail my lips down to her luscious breasts, pushing them 
together so that I can take both nipples into my mouth at 
once, a move that elicits a little scream from her as I suck 
and lick at their stiff peaks. 


“T can’t wait to be inside you,” I tell her, feeling my cock 
stand at attention in my jeans and rub frustratingly against 
the denim. 


“T can’t wait to feel you inside me,” she murmurs. 


She reaches for me and rubs my cock through my jeans, 
and I grunt as a jolt of desire goes through me. I need to 
take her but I can wait. I want her wet, dripping and aching 
for me, so that her body accepts me without resistance. I 
feel so privileged to be the one that will take her virginity, 
that will have her writhing and naked in my arms, and I’m 
going to make sure she loves it so much that she will never 
need or want anyone else. She’s going to be mine, and I'll 


fight anyone who tries to stand in my way. She was made to 
be mine. 


I let her unzip my jeans and take my cock out and into her 
hand, and I close my eyes as she tentatively starts to stroke 
up and down my shaft, squeezing as she goes. 


“Is that okay?” she asks, sounding unsure. I open my eyes 
again and down look at her. 


“It’s perfect.” 


She smiles and my words spur her on as she squeezes 
harder. Liquid beads at the head of my cock and I groan. 


“Not so hard,” I groan. “Or I’m going to come in your 
hand.” 


She giggles at that and looks triumphant at realizing her 
sudden power over me. 


“T want to put you in my mouth,” she says, almost shyly, and 
my cock jerks in her hand, clearly very happy with that 
idea. I nod and step closer to the massage table. 


I tip my head back and clutch the edge of the table as her 
soft lips close around my cock and she begins to suck on my 
shaft. It’s like a slice of pure fucking heaven, feeling her 
mouth on me. Not today, but sometime soon, I’m going to 
have her on her knees in front of me and she’s going to 
swallow my come. 


With her other hand she reaches inside my jeans and starts 
to fondle my balls, rolling their delicate weight in her 
hands, and I’m completely at her mercy in that moment, the 
tables have turned. 


I can feel my orgasm building fast, I cup the back of her 
head, gently moving her away as I pull out of her mouth. My 
cock aching painfully. 


“Lie back,” I order, my voice hoarse and raspy in my throat. 


She does as I say and I take her wrists and gently pin her 
arms over her head as I start to kiss along her collarbone 
while trailing my other hand along those luscious curves, 
down over her body to her inner thighs. I ease them apart 
and she opens her legs eagerly, welcoming my touch. 


I raise my head and look at her as I cup her pussy, playing 
gently with her clit with one finger to be rewarded by a 
rush of her juices. She gasps and her eyes darken with 
desire. 


“T love having you here like this,” I tell her as I continue to 
play with her. “I love feeling how wet you are, knowing that 
you want me.” 


“I do,” she gasps. “Please don’t stop,” she begs, and hearing 
her express her need for me like that turns me on. 


“Oh, I won’t,” I promise her. “I’m going to be deep inside 
your body, and I won’t stop until you tell me too.” 


Rose lies back, gasping when I let go of her wrists and move 
down the table. I take her hips and slide her down so she’s 
nearer the edge of the table, then help her wriggle off her 
panties. I bend her legs and put them over my shoulders, 
crouching down so that I’m eye level with her pretty pink 


pussy. 


I tease her, flicking my tongue around her clit and her inner 
lips, testing her sweet spot, then dipping just the tip in and 
out of her pussy. I can feel her getting increasingly wet, and 
the taste and smell of her arousal is driving me insane. I 
suck gently at her clit while reaching up to squeeze her 
breasts, looking up her body from between her legs. She 
looks divine. Like a goddess. 


I watch her intently to make sure I’m not hurting her as I 
carefully slide a finger inside her, moving in and out of her 
and carefully stretching her. When I think she is ready, I 
add another. She gasps. 


“Ts that okay sweetheart?” I check. She nods. 


“Yes, it feels amazing,” she moans. Her voice has deepened, 
and her breath is coming in pants. 


Her pussy is opening up to me, unfolding like a flower, and I 
don’t think I'm going to have any problems with my cock, 
but even so, I want her to come first. 


I bring my mouth to her clit, flicking it harder with my 
tongue and moving my fingers against the front wall of her 
pussy to find her most sensitive part. Her clit swells and 
stiffens under my tongue and I feel her inner thighs start to 
tremble and I know she’s close. Suddenly Rose grabs my 
hair and arches her back, moaning loudly. 


“Go ahead darlin,” I groan. “Come for me.” 


“Yes,” she moans, writhing on the table. I pick up my pace, 
moving my tongue and fingers in time with each other, until 
she arches her back again and screams, bucking against 
me. I hold her hip, continuing as she comes against me, 
drinking up every last drop of her. When she finally lies 
back, the shuddering subsiding, I stand up and look down 
at her, and I know it’s time. 


“Are you ready?” I murmur. Smiling, she nods at me. 


“Yes,” she says. I pick her up and carry her through the 
suite to the bedroom and lie her down on the bed. 


I’ve never been so ready for anything in my entire life. 


CHAPTER FOURTEEN 


I’m lying on the bed all sweaty and trembling, gazing up at 
him in wonder. 


That was amazing. I had no idea my body could do that. 


I watch him with my hands behind my head as he slowly 
strips, revealing his rock hard body to me again. He’s so 
beautiful, in a way that is so completely male. His shoulders 
broad, his cut abs, and those impossibly huge thighs...and of 
course, that massive cock. Even as wet and open as I am, 
I’m not sure I will be able to take all of him. 


But I’m certainly happy to try. 


Naked, he joins me on the bed. Looking down at me with an 
emotion that I know instinctively is about more than just 
sex. His lips are swollen from pleasuring me, his hair 
ruffled, and he looks so sexy I could just lie here and stare 
at him for hours, revealing in the afterglow. But then as his 
hands start to stroke my body, my desire ignites and I’m 
aching for him again. I wonder if I will ever be able to get 
enough of him. 


He positions himself between my legs, rearing up on his 
forearms, and the wet tip of his cock pushes against my 
damp folds, seeking its way inside me. He gazes down at me 
with an unreadable expression in his eyes, and I blink at the 
intensity of his gaze. 


“There’s no going back after this,” he murmurs. “You will be 
mine Rose.” 


I feel a wave of happiness wash over me even as I try to tell 
myself that he’s just talking in the heat of the moment. 


“Yes,” I say, knowing that I mean every word. “Yes, I’m 
yours.” 


Sebastian pushes the tip of his cock inside me then pauses, 
testing my reaction. I grab at his shoulders, urging him on, 
and he starts to slide himself inside me. There’s an intense 
and unfamiliar pressure, but no pain. I lift my legs and curl 
them around his hips as he starts to move slowly back and 
forth, and the pressure gives way to delicious waves of 
pleasure that ride my whole body. I bury my face in his 
shoulder, moaning with lust. 


His hips rock against mine, building up their rhythm, and I 
move with him, matching his pace. My fingers dig into his 
back as he nips at the soft skin of my neck. 


“You feel so fucking good around my cock,” he groans into 
my ear. “Your pussy is so wet and tight.” His words send a 
stab of lust through me and I claw at his shoulders, panting 
as I feel yet another climax start to build. We thrust in time 
with each other and my thoughts scatter, so that all I can 
think about is him and me and the delicious rhythm of our 
bodies. 


“Come again for me,” he demands, and his words alone tip 
me over the edge just like that. My orgasm breaks over me 


like a crash of waves against the shore and I scream his 
name with abandon. It seems to spur him on too as he 
roars, and his body stiffness and I can feel his cock 
twitching inside me as he fills me with his seed. 


I’m his now. 


We lie in each other’s arms afterward, panting, his breath 
hot against my neck. 


This feels so right, so natural, lying here with him like this. I 
never want to let him go. I can’t let him go. Whatever 
happens now, I know that he really has made me his. 


Sebastian rolls onto his back and takes me with him so I’m 
lying on his chest. I run my hand through the hair on his 
chest as he lightly strokes my back. 


I’m no longer a virgin, and I really couldn’t ask for anything 
better. I look up at him. 


“T never dreamed it could be that good,” I say honestly. He 
grins with triumph. 


“There’s plenty more to come,” he grins, kissing the top of 
my head. 


I honestly can’t wait. I would be quite happy to do nothing 
but make love with Sebastian for the rest of my life. 


If he will have me. What happens when he finds out who I 
really am? 


Maybe he doesn’t have to. Once I tell Adrian I’m not doing 
this story, he will most likely fire me on the spot. Soon I may 
well be a maid for real. Sebastian will never have to 
know...but then what? I don’t even know what he wants 
from me. 


As though sensing my distress, he puts his hand under my 
chin and tips my face up to look at him. 


“What is it, Rose?” 


I want to tell him the truth. I don’t want there to be any 
secrets between us, ever, but what if he hates me? I could 
hardly blame him. 


“What is this?” I whisper instead. Sebastian kisses me 
lightly. 


“What do you want it to be?” 


“Everything,” I answer before thinking. I blush, wincing as I 
expect him to reject me, to tell me that this is nothing more 
than a fling, but instead he strokes my face with a 
tenderness that makes my heart ache. 


“Then I’m glad we’re on the same page, because I have no 
intention of letting you go now that I have got you,” he says 
seriously. “I meant it when I said you’re mine.” 


He kisses me again, and I feel a rush of love. Because I love 
him. And I know that I could never betray him. 


Even if it means losing any chance of ever having a career 
in this city. 


CHAPTER FIFTEEN 


S ebastian 


I wake up the next morning with the biggest grin on my 
face, roll over and reach for Rose only to realize she isn’t 
there. Then I hear the sound of the shower running and I lie 
back on the pillows contentedly. 


Last night was amazing, everything that I’ve been 
fantasizing about all week and more. At last, she’s mine and 
I have no intention of letting her go. 


Next to me my phone buzzes and, still half asleep, I reached 
for it and clicked on the screen before I see that it’s not my 
phone it’s Rose’s. A message from someone named Adrian 
flashes on the screen. 


Call me. I need to know what you’ve got on New 
York’s favorite Billionaire Bachelor...or not. I’m 
relying on you, Rose. 


I feel myself go cold all over. What the fuck? Who is she? 
Because if that message is anything to go by she’s no 
cleaner. 


Then I remember her telling me her real ambition, and I 
realize exactly what she is. A journalist. 


I find my own phone and do a quick Google search which 
confirms the fear now churning in my stomach. This has all 
been a set up. The Witness, the sort of tabloid news that I 
detest, is run by an editor named Adrian...and employs a 
young reporter named Rose. I don’t have to look any 
further to know it's her. Shaking with a mixture of anger, 
disappointment and sheer shock, I get up and pull on my 
underwear just as Rose comes out of the shower, her 
succulent body wrapped in a small towel. I avert my eyes 
quickly. 


“Get dressed,” I snap. 
“Are we going for breakfast?” 
“No,” I reply shortly. “We’re going home.” 


I look at her then, and the hurt and confusion on her 
beautiful face is like a stab to my heart, but I have to 
harden it. She’s a fake. 


“Is something wrong?” 
I toss her phone across the bed to her. 


“You should ask your editor that. I didn’t mean to read your 
message, but I’m glad I did.” 


Her eyes go wide as she grabs her phone and checks it. I 
see the way she winces as she sees the message and when 
she looks at me her eyes are full of guilt. Any tiny hope I 
had that this is some kind of mistake withers inside me. 


Rose sits down on the bed and puts her head in her hands. 


“T was going to tell you,” she says quietly. 


“When?” I snap, telling myself not to fall for her tears. 
“Before or after you broke your story on me?” I’m about to 
say she has nothing on me then I remember that I told her 
all about my background and my sister, and my stomach 
sinks even more. It’s not the kind of scandal that a rag 
magazine like the Witness would usually go for, but I know 
it will still be a hot story, if only because I’ve always 
managed to remain so elusive as far as the press is 
concerned. 


She raises her head and her eyes are full of tears, pleading 
with me. 


“Sebastian, please, you have to believe me.” 


“Believe you? Are you insane? You have done nothing but lie 
to me!” 


I turn away from her as the boiling anger gives way to hurt 
and the sense of betrayal washes over me. The pain is 
almost more than I can bear. 


“T trusted you,” I say bitterly. “I opened up to you in a way I 
never have to anyone, least of all a woman that I’ve only just 
met. I told you about my sister...and it was all fake. Were 
you lying about being a virgin too?” 


“No!” I hear her jump to her feet behind me and her voice 
cracks on a sob. “Sebastian, I know this looks terrible, but 
please just listen to me for five minutes, please? I promise 
you this isn’t what you think.” 


Cursing myself for the weakness she seems to bring out in 
me, I turn around slowly, doing my best to keep my face 
impassive and my tone cool. “Go on. You’ve got five 
minutes.” 


“Okay.” She takes a deep breath and wipes her eyes 
roughly. The tears look genuine, but then she’s clearly a 


very good actress. “You’re right.... am a journalist. I went 
undercover as a cleaner because my editor commissioned 
me to get a story on you. Because you’re so private, he 
figured there had to be something. But then I got to know 
you...none of this has been fake, please, please you have to 
believe that.” 


“Then why continue?” I ask bitterly. 


“Pm not. I made my mind up when you took me for dinner. 
I’ve been stalling with Adrian because he’s already told me 
he will fire me if I don’t get him a story, and I need my pay 
this week so I can at least pay my rent for the month...but I 
promise you, with every breath in my body, I wasn’t going to 
write the story.” 


I want to believe her, I do. But how can I? If she had only 
told me herself... 


“I was going to tell you tomorrow,” she says as though 
reading my thoughts. “I know I should have told you before 
all this...but I just wanted one night with you. I know it was 
selfish, but I was so scared of losing you when I’ve only just 
found you.” She’s crying again and her words are coming 
out in a rush. “I shouldn’t have let it carry on...but I’ve 
never felt like this about a man before, I’ve never met 
anyone like you. I was expecting some sleazy, cold-hearted 
CEO and instead you’re the most amazing man I’ve ever 
met. I’ve completely fallen in love with you...so I decided it 
was worth losing my job, even if all I ever got with you was 
the one night.” Rose sits back down on the bed looking 
dejected. “My God, this is such a mess.” 


I stare at her for a few moments, processing everything 
she’s just told me. She already had her story the night I 
took her to dinner, I realize. If she was going to use it she 
would have filed it straight away. The passion that I felt 


from her last night was real, and now that the initial shock 
of this discovery has worn off, I know it. 


“Say that again,” I demand. She frowns at me. 
“Which part?” 


“The part where you tell me that you have completely fallen 
in love with the most amazing men you’ve ever met.” 


“You’re laughing at me,” she sniffs, wiping her eyes again. I 
walk over to her and sit down on the bed next to her. 


“Aren’t you angry?” she asks. 


“Yes,” I admit. “But I also feel the same way...that you’re the 
most amazing woman I’ve ever met and I’ve completely 
fallen in love with you too.” 


She stares at me for a few moments and I see the hope flare 
in her eyes. 


“Then...I haven’t lost you?” 


“Not a chance. But I need you to tell me the truth about 
everything, right now. And if you ever lie to me again, it’s 
over.” 


She nods and takes a deep breath, then she tells me all 
about herself, from her small town upbringing to dreaming 
of being a big city writer to the terrible treatment she’s had 
from Adrian, and the way he’s been hanging her hopes for a 
career over her head. I believe her when she tells me that 
she had already decided to sacrifice her job and dreams 
rather than betray me, and it makes me fall for her even 
more. She finishes and there’s a pregnant pause, before I 
put my arm around her and pull her to me, overcome by a 
wave of protectiveness. 


“Pm going to kill Adrian,” I growl. She looks at me and 
winces. 


“There’s something else, isn't there?” 


She nods. And then she tells me about Mike. 


CHAPTER SIXTEEN 


We arrive back in the city Monday morning, and the minute 
we start to near the offices of the Witness I feel Sebastian 
stiffen next to me and I start to feel nervous. The fact that 
he’s determined to fight in my corner is a huge turn on, but 
I really wouldn’t want to be Adrian or Mike right now. 


As soon as I told Sebastian about Mike, he went very, very 
quiet. And I could sense how angry he was. But then he 
seemed to shelve it, and we got on with the weekend which 
consisted mostly of making passionate love, eating and 
talking. I’ve never been so open with anyone and I will 
certainly never lie to him again. I’ve well and truly given my 
heart to him and I know that there is no going back now. 


Sebastian follows me into the office and I go straight to 
Adrian’s door. I raise my hand to knock, but Sebastian 
simply opens it and walks in. Shrugging, I follow. Adrian 
looks up in annoyance, then goes pale as he sees who it is. 
He looks from me to Sebastian and back to me again, 
confusion in his eyes. 


“Can I help you?” he says to Sebastian, in an overly nice 
tone. I can hear the fear underneath. 


“Yeah, you can. You can tell me what possessed you to 
waste the talents of Rose here by sending her to spy on me 
to dig up gossip that doesn’t exist. Are you really so 
desperate for readers?” 


Adrian goes from pale to purple. “Whatever she’s been 
telling you-” he begins, jerking his head in my direction. But 
Sebastian cuts him off, his voice quiet but with an 
unmistakable ring of danger in his tone. 


“She? You mean, Rose?” 
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“Yes, Rose,” Adrian says impatiently. “She’s a total wild 
card. I can assure you, whatever she’s been doing it hasn’t 
been with my approval.” 


“You liar!” I yell, shaking with anger at the sheer cheek of 
the man. Not to mention his hypocrisy and cowardice. How 
could I ever have aspired to work under him? He is 
everything that Sebastian detests in journalists and I can 
see how he gives the profession a bad name. 


I spin to face Sebastian, ready to protest my case, but I 
need not have worried. He raises a sardonic eyebrow at 
Adrian, clearly not believing a word he says. 


“Really, Adrian? You think that’s an adequate defense? You 
would have to be spectacularly incompetent as an editor if 
that were the case.” 


Adrian opens his mouth and closes it again like a fish out of 
water and indeed, I think he’s realizing just how out of his 
depth he is here. He changes tactic, spreading his hands on 
his desk in a placating gesture. 


“Mr. Adams, forgive me if you feel there has been any 
improper conduct here. But going undercover is a typical 
reporting tactic, and we wanted only to serve our readers 
by giving them a look into the world of their favorite 
billionaire CEO. You must understand how interested 
people are in you. This was a human interest story. It could 
have done great things for your profile.” 


Adrian gives Sebastian a smarmy, if slightly shaky, grin, 
carefully avoiding looking at me as he feeds his lies. 
Sebastian just laughs, though there is absolutely no humor 
in his voice, and I see the hope fade from Adrian’s eyes. He 
knows he’s not going to get away with this. 


I’m not expecting Sebastian’s next words however. 


“Thank you for your concern about my ‘profile.’ It’s really 
very touching.” His voice drips sarcasm. “I’ve just taken my 
own steps to raise my profile...my business profile, that is. 
I’ve just bought the Witness and my first actions as the new 
director is to fire the editor...that’s you, Adrian. You have 
approximately ten minutes to clear your desk.” 


“You can’t do that!” Adrian exclaims. 


“T just did,” Sebastian replies calmly, checking his watch. 
“You now have nine minutes.” 


“B-But...you can’t just fire me. I’ll sue you.” 


Sebastian places his hands flat on the desk and leans 
forward over Adrian before saying in a reasonable voice, 
“Then I will make sure that Rose takes you to court for 
workplace harassment and bullying. And I will make sure 
she wins. I can afford a very good legal team. If I were you, 
I would keep my reputation - what I have - intact and run 
along quietly.” 


Adrian goes bright red and swallows visibly, his mouth set in 
a tight line. He is practically bursting at the seams with 
indignation, and I could almost feel sorry for him if he 
wasn’t such a jerk. Almost. 


“Fine,” he spits out, defeated. Sebastian nods pleasantly, 
holds his hand out to me, and we leave. When we emerge 
out onto the street, I burst into exhilarated laughter as it 
occurs to me that I’m finally free of my demanding boss. 


“Do you have an idea who you will replace him with?” I ask, 
my head whirring with possibilities of what the Witness 
could become. Sebastian nods and looks at me intently. 


“You. Who else?” 


“What!” He’s joking, surely? But his expression shows me 
that he is completely serious. I carry on walking, shocked, 
and we walk the next few blocks in silence. 


“Okay...you’re not pleased,” he says, momentarily sounding 
so dejected that it makes my heart hurt. 


“It’s a lovely gesture,” I say, stopping in the street and 
turning to face him, vaguely aware of the fact that it has 
started to rain lightly, a fine mist of drops falling on my face 
as I look up at him. 


“But?” 


“Honestly? It would be such a wonderful opportunity...but it 
wouldn’t feel right. I would always know that I didn’t really 
earn it. I know you can probably buy and sell this entire city, 
but I have to make my own career. My own way. Or it won’t 
ever really be mine.” 


Sebastian stares at me and I’m worried that I’ve hurt his 
feelings, but then his face splits in a wide grin. He pulls me 
into him and kisses me hungrily as the rain starts to fall in 


earnest. We ignore it, along with the beeps of passing cars 
as we kiss in the street. Finally he pulls away, the same grin 
still on his handsome face. 


“You’re perfect Rose, do you know that?” he tells me, and I 
feel myself go warm inside at his approval. 


We get into a cab for the rest of the journey back to his 
offices, and I'm still reeling from the kiss as we catch the 
elevator to the top floor where his office is. And, of course, 
Mike’s. There was a definite poetic justice to the 
confrontation with Adrian, but this one I’m not looking 
forward to. I consider waiting for him outside but discard 
the thought as soon as I have it. I'm his woman. I should be 
by his side. After all, he’s stood by me when it would have 
been understandable if he had never wanted to see me 
again. 


If Adrian’s face when we walked in was a picture, then 
Mike’s is an entire art gallery. He looks from Sebastian to 
me and back again as though he is expecting us to turn out 
to be a mirage. 


“Good morning Mike.” Sebastian’s voice is clipped and cold. 
“What’s this about?” Mike doesn’t bother with niceties. 
Neither does Sebastian. 


“You tried to blackmail Rose into having sex with you, you 
fucking asshole,” Sebastian snarls. Mike looks shocked, and 
it’s not entirely an act. 


“You can’t believe a word she says!” he bursts out. “She’s 
been conning us all! She isn’t even really a maid. She’s a 
reporter, undercover, trying to do a story on us...on you. 
Whatever she’s told you is to try and cover her own ass.” 


Sebastian shakes his head and sounds almost exasperated. 


“Honestly Mike, I was expecting you to do better than this. 
Obviously, I know that, or I would hardly know about the 
rest, would I? And whatever Rose has done, I would say it 
pales into comparison to your actions, don’t you? What you 
said to her constitutes sexual harassment. You’re fired.” 


Mikes blanks rapidly. “Oh no,” he says. “You’re not doing 
that. I’ll-” 


“Sue me,” Sebastian finishes for him. “I’ve already heard 
that once today. You can try, but I don’t think you will get 
very far. It’s blatant gross misconduct.” 


“You’ve only got her word for it,” Mike points out, sounding 
triumphant. “You have to at least open an investigation and 
suspend me on full pay.” 


“Thanks for the masterclass on employment law,” Sebastian 
says with a mock yawn. “Incredibly helpful. The decision is 
yours Mike. If you don’t wish to go quietly...well, I’ve just 
bought the Witness. It would be a shame if the next full 
page feature was one on you and your conduct with female 
staff.” 


Mike jumps to his feet, glaring at Sebastian with an obvious 
threat in his eyes. I realize that he is nearly as big and bulky 
as Sebastian himself, although not so defined. He walks 
round from behind his desk and jabs his finger in 
Sebastian’s face. 


“Are you for real?” he growls. “You’re firing me over some 
slut reporter?” 


I see Sebastian’s hands clench into fists at his sides. 
“What the fuck did you call her?” 


“Oh come on,” Mike scoffs. “All this for some girl? She’s not 
worth it. Let’s go for brunch and talk about this.” 


“There’s nothing to talk about. Get your shit and get out.” 


Mike’s eyes search Sebastian’s face and I see the 
realization dawn that his boss is serious. He looks at me 
with hatred in his eyes. 


“You little bitch,” he snarls and starts towards me. The 
malevolence in his eyes is so palpable that I flinch and take 
a step backwards, but Sebastian grabs his arm. 


“Leave her alone.” 


Mike wrenches his arm free and takes a swing at Sebastian, 
and I scream as I see his fist sailing through the air, on 
target to connect with Sebastian’s jaw. But in a swift 
movement that is so fast it becomes a blur, Sebastian 
sidesteps it and instead punches Mike clean on the nose. I 
hear the sickening crunch of bone as blood pours out of his 
nose. He yelps in pain and runs out of the office, clutching 
his face. 


I turn to Sebastian, who is shaking out his hand and looking 
at me apologetically. 


“Rose, I’m so sorry. I didn’t plan for that to happen. I didn’t 
want you to see that.” 


“It’s fine,” I say, shaking my head. I’m just relieved he didn’t 
get hurt, although my worry was clearly misplaced as he 
can clearly look after himself. 


I somehow know that he will always look after me too. 


He closes the gap between us and cups my face in his hand, 
staring into my eyes, his own dark and unreadable even 
though they shine with emotion. 


“What are you thinking?” I ask him. It takes him a moment 
to answer, but when he does his words thrill me to the core. 


“Marry me, Rose.” 


EPILOGUE 


THREE MONTHS LATER 


S ebastian 


I watch Rose walk towards me, and I feel like the luckiest 
guy in the world. She looks stunning in an ivory grown and 
with flowers in her hair, even with her belly. 


Especially with her tiny belly, just starting to show. 


I’m going to be a father, and I can’t wait. I had never really 
thought about children before, but as soon as we went 
public with our relationship and started planning the 
wedding, it dawned on me that I couldn’t think of anything 
better than having children with her. My woman, about to 
become my wife. 


I couldn’t ask for anything more. In fact, I’m so happy that 
I’ve even started working less, something almost unheard 
of for me. But finally, I have something more than the latest 
tech deal to strive for. Now I have a future. We have a 
future. 


We found out yesterday that the baby is a boy. I’m already 
planning names, although we’ve yet to agree. She wants 
James, I want Rory. But we still have time to decide. 


Rose approaches me in time to the music, her eyes shining 
with happy tears. Her dad walks with her, looking proud as 
punch. Her whole family flew up for the event, and as it was 
the first time any of that had met me it could easily have 
been awkward, but in fact everyone has been great. They 
have welcomed both me and Penny into their family with 
open arms, and it’s been a long time since I’ve felt like part 
of a family. Soon I will have an even bigger one than I can 
handle. 


Penny is here too with one of her carers, looking happy as 
she picks up on the excitement. Rose is great with her, and 
we’re hoping to have her over more often once the baby is 
born and settled. Everything is going so well that I have to 
keep pinching myself. I never knew life could be so sweet. 


Rose, just as she said, refused to take Adrian’s job and has 
instead been freelancing so far, it’s going well for her and I 
couldn’t be prouder. 


Finally, she reaches me, drops her dad’s arm and takes my 
hand. I’m impatient to kiss her but I know I have to wait 
until after our vows. I’m already aching for the wedding 
night. 


“I love you,” she whispers to me as we turn to face the 
priest. 


“T love you too,” I whisper back. 


The ceremony passes by in a blur. All I can think about is 
how much I want her, and how in love I am with this 
beautiful, sexy woman. Finally, the vows are done, and I 
gather her into my arms and kiss her tenderly while our 
guests whoop with joy. Then I pull away and look down at 
her. 


“You’re my wife now,” I whisper, tucking a lock of hair 
behind her ear. “All mine.” 


“I always was,” she whispers back, standing on tiptoe to 
kiss me again. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


TEN YEARS LATER 


I catch the elevator up to Sebastian’s office, not wanting to 
be seen. It’s early in the morning, but there could be some 
early bird workaholics around...and I doubt my outfit will go 
unnoticed. I grin to myself as I anticipate Sebastian’s face 
when he sees me. We have plans to celebrate our tenth 
anniversary tonight, but this is a little surprise just for him. 


I can’t quite believe it’s been ten years. Sometimes it feels 
like yesterday when we first met, and our whirlwind 
romance with the unconventional start unfolded. Sebastian 
loves to tell the story to our friends of how we first met, 
which is why I think this morning’s little surprise is the 
perfect anniversary present. 


He loves to tell the kids too, though of course it’s the clean 
version. Rory is nine now and Cassie seven, and it seems 
like yesterday too that they were just babies, snuggled up in 
my arms. 


Sebastian is a fantastic father, really hands on and 
completely supportive. I’m so proud of our little family, and 


although juggling kids, a career and a marriage isn’t always 
easy, I never forget how blessed I am. Sebastian has even 
cut his hours at work, finally letting go of his workaholic 
compulsions, so that he can be more of a family man. 


I’ve been incredibly lucky career wise too. After a couple of 
years freelancing while the children were small, I landed 
myself a reporting role in a major broadsheet, reporting on 
current affairs. Real news, rather than just gossip. Finally, 
my dream job, and my boss is great, nothing like Adrian. 
Last I heard he was working on an internet magazine about 
celebrity pets. Everything works out in the end I suppose. 


The elevator pings open and I make my way across the 
mercifully empty corridor towards Sebastian’s office. 
Seeing his figure through the frosted glass, I knock on the 
door and then slip my head round. 


“Rose! What’s happened?” 


“T heard you needed your office cleaned,” I purr and then 
step inside, enjoying the look on my husband’s face as he 
sees the outfit I’ve picked out especially for today. 


It’s a maid's outfit, but nothing like the drab grey dress I 
wore all those years ago. Made of black satin with white 
lace, it's very short, just skimming my ass cheeks, and very 
low cut, with a bodice that pushes my breasts up and 
together so that they are all but spilling out of the top. I’ve 
curled my hair, rouged my lips and added eyelash 
extensions, and under the dress I’m wearing nothing but a 
white lace thong. I’ve completed the outfit with fishnet 
stockings and skyscraper heels, and of course, I’m holding a 
feather duster, which I now trail tantalizingly up the length 
of my body while kicking the door shut behind me. 


“Happy anniversary, baby,” I murmur. Sebastian shakes his 
head at me with a mixture of admiration and lust on his 


face. He crooks a finger at me. 
“Come. Here. Now,” he orders. I shake my head innocently. 


“Tt looks a bit dusty over here,” I chirp, and turn towards 
his bookshelves. I bend over to clean them, exaggerating 
the curve of my back so that my ass looks full and round as 
it's exposed to him. I hear Sebastian growl with desire 
behind me. I straighten up slowly and walk round to his side 
of the desk, leaning over him to dust it so that my breasts 
are temptingly near his face. 


“Is there anything else I can do for you, Sir?” I murmur as I 
turn to face him. 


“Yes, there damn well is.” Sebastian pulls me onto his lap, 
kissing me hungrily. I throw the feather duster aside and 
instead busy myself with unbuttoning his shirt and 
loosening his tie. I can feel his cock, rock hard through his 
trousers, and I deliberately rub against it as I break away 
from our kiss to whisper in his ear. 


“Do you remember that day when you made me come right 
here? I want you to do it again.” 


He groans and stands up, picking me up and placing me on 
the edge of his desk. 


“Whatever you want, wife,” he says and starts to oh-so- 
slowly unlace my bodice until my breasts are bare above 
the dress. I gasp as he takes them in his hands and lowers 
his mouth to them. 


Happy anniversary indeed. 
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